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The aftehnoon sun was hot. It beat down on the dusty 
valley with such strength that the solitary traveler, making 
his way to the village of Rivera, paused for a moment to 
mop his brow. 

*Td better stop by that oak tree on the hill,” he told 
himself. “There’s no use going farther in this heat.” 

The oak, gnarled and immense, was the only sizeable 
tree in sight. It cast a huge shadow on the ground, and 
the traveler gratefully sank down upon the parched grass. 
His eyes rested but briefly on the dazzling white ribbon 
of a road that wound through the valley to Rivera. How 
tired he was! And how far away America seemed—the 
land of his dreams! Yet he knew that in a little while he 
would feel more cheerful. Already Madrid was behind 
him, and Cordoba. Next would come Seville and Cadiz. 
With luck, there would be a boat here to take him to 
Cartagena in the New World. 

“Gold," murmured the traveler dreamily, “gold and 
more gold in Peru* Pounds of gold 1 Tons of it. if a man 
is lucky!” 

It was fairly comfortable in the shade of the old oak, 
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and the traveler felt ha eyes doting. In a little while he 
would be on hu tourney with fresh courage lust now, 
though, it would be better to rett. So. with a deep sigh of 
evhauitton. the man stretched out upon the grass, his 
bundle under his head, and fell asleep. 

Twu hours later he stirred and unconsciously pulled his 
worn coat am Ins thoulderi The sun was moving to¬ 
ward the weir and a little breeze had come up out of 
nowhere It was cooler now, but the traveler Mill felt no 
urge to be on his way He would sleep a little longer Yet 
even j« be settled himself once again, tm ears caught a 
curious sound Someone was talking, and quite near at 
hand Rather, wimetinr was praying. The words were 
familiar Had Mary. lull of grace, the Lord u with thee 
Netted art thou among tl women 
Tile traveler opened one eye and squinted at the valley 
below A Dock of sheep was spread out along the rivet 
banks Turning away from the peaceful scene, the man 
suddenly gasped with astonishment. A few yards away a 
boy about ten years old was kneeling on the edge of a 
little embankment. The rays of the setting tun were on 
hn upturned face, a poor wooden roan in his hands, 
hit shepherd's staff beside him. 

Holy Mo*y Mother of God, pray foe mi unnert smr 
and at the hour of our death. Amen. 

The boy s toice was dear as a bell He gave no sign that 
he was aware of bring observed; the brads slipped through 
hit young hands in a gentlr rhythm By now sleep had 


INttHIIS BUT 


S 

vanished from the traveler, and he stared with amaze¬ 
ment at the boy before him. On his tourney from the 
north of Spin he had seen many a shepherd lad. but 
none quite like this. Why, the youngster was as devout 
as though he prayed m a cathedra) I 

Plesently the boy completed his rosary and placed the 
wooden beads in a scuffed leather satchel that hung from 
his shoulder. Then, picking up his wooden staff, he 
tumped lightly down the embankment At he did so, a 
ragged white dog appeared from nowhere and ran 
eagerly after him. 

"Wait a minute*'* called the man "Shepherd boy* Wait 
a minute!” 

The sound hit the util air abruptly. The lad turned 
toward the embankment, the dog at bis heels, and the 
traveler taw that he had an intelligent face, tanned by 
the tun and wind. And hu dark eyes were friendly. 

Yes. sir : You're looking for the town?” 

The man shook hu head. "No. lad. I know the way to 
Rivera Rut what were you doing a little while ago ) Over 
there an youi knees P* 

The boy smiled faintly, while hit fingers played with 
the dog's rough coot ”1 wa« offering the Holy Rosary for 
the Souls in Purgatory," 
m Wk*T- 

”1 was praying for the Souls us Purgatory ” 

The man laughed "But that's a work more suitrd for 
women than a likely lad of your years.” 
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"Men and boys go to Purgatory, too, ur. It's well that all 
of us pray for them, that very won they will be ready 10 
see God in Heaven.” 

Something in the little shepherds voice caused the man 
to Hop hu )oking. "You'd make a good preacher, young 
friend. What's your name?’* 

"|ohn Manas, sir, although really it is |ohn d'Arcoa. But 
my father is dead and I use my uncle's name." 

The traveler nodded and began to fumble in a pocket. 
"Here," he said, bringing out a small silver coin, “take this 
and pray for me, too, John. I’m not a Soul in Purgatory, 
hut 1 do have troubles." 

The boy shook his head “I think you need all your 
money, sir. You're on a trip, without a home or anyone to 
look after you." 

“Take it, boy, in return for your prayers.*' 

“But 1 pray without being paid!" 

The man thrrw up hn hands in amazement. "What a 
lad I Here—look at this coin. Is anything wrong with it?" 

“No, sir.” 

“Then, tn God's Name, do what I tell you' Take it and 
put it to some good use.” 

Slowly the young shepherd stretched out his hand “All 
right.” he said simply 'Til pray very hard that you find 
happiness in America “ 

"Amenta ? What makes you think I’m going there*" 

The boy laughed. "Most travelers are going to America 
these days. In a few years I am going, too.” 
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The traveler nodded shrewdly. "Ah. so you're an am¬ 
bitious lad after all, in spite of your prayers' Well, Amer¬ 
ica will have enough gold for both of us. I'm sure " 

When the traveler had gone on hu way. the young 
shepherd stood looking after him thoughtfully. Perhaps 
be should have explained hu interest in America at greater 
length. He, poor orphan boy that he was, had no desire 
to obtain a fortune in gold or silver He was going to the 
New World only because he felt it was God's Will. 

“Why didn’t I uy so?" he wondered ‘Too many people 
are going to America to take what they can for them¬ 
selves Hardly anyone is going fust to be of use to the 
poor and ignorant/' 

He was lost in these thoughts when suddenly his keen 
ears caught the sound of wmeonc scrambling up the hill¬ 
side from the valley. 

“That miut be Mary." thought the boy. "But ihc’i very 
late I wonder why?" 

By now the white iheep dog was barking excitedly, 
hidden from view by the bushes that screened the path 
leading to the oak tree. |ohn seized his wooden staff and 
started down the hill Was something wrong* The dog 
didn't usually bark like this when his little sister came 
to help him with the sheep. 

"Here I am'" he called. "Over this way, Mary r 

The echo of hu own voice filled the valley, but there 
was no reply. Quickly he pushed his way through the 
tangle of vines and bushes that hid the little path. Then 
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he stopped. A seven-year-old girl, in the plain wool garb 
of a peasant child, was huddled on a stone a few yards 
away. And she was crying as though her heart would 
break. 

The boy stared. "What’s happened, Mary f What’s the 
trouble 3 " 

Slowly the child looked up at her brother, her little face 
strained and pale in its frame of long black braids. "Oh, 
|ohn, I thought you'd gone away!" she choked between 
sobs. "I thought I’d never see you again! I wasn't even 
going to come here at first , . . and now I’m late, and we 
won’t be able to get the sheep together before dark. . . ." 

The tears were falling again. “There, there,” said the 
boy soothingly. "I've told you dozens of times that I 
won't go to America for a long time. Why can’t you be¬ 
lieve me 3 ” 

Tlic child hid her face in her hands. "I don't see why 
you have to go at all," she whimpered. 

The young shepherd sighed This little sister was his 
closest living relative. Since the death of their parents, 
five years ago, the two of them had been living with a 
farmer down in the valley They did odd jobs around the 
house and occasionally went to Rivera to see their uncle, 
a good man who regretted that he had no room far them 
in his own house. Actually, however, there was no one 
to give Mary the love and care every little girl should 
have. 

John sat down on the stone and drew his small sister 
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to hun. "Listen," he whispered, taking her hand in hta, 
"a traveler passed by a while ago and left you lomethmg. 
What do you suppose it is?** 

For a moment Mary was silent. Then the peered tim¬ 
idly through tear-stained fingers. “What?" 

The boy held out his hand. A ray of sunlight stealing 
through the vines and bushes glistened on the little silver 
corn. "Here,'' he said, “it's all yours." 

Suddenly'tears were a thing of the past. The child 
reached for the coin eagerly, turning it over and over to 
make sure it was real. It was the first time she had ever 
held a piece of money in her hand. 

“Oh. John! The traveler must have been a very nice 
man! Who was he*" 

The boy shook his head “I don't know Someone who 
asked our prayers that he would find happiness where he 
was going." 

“It wasn't . . the vision again’ Saint |ohn the Evan¬ 
gelist didn't give you thu little coin?" 

The young shepherd laughed. “No It wasn't the good 
saint who came this time, fust a poor man on his way to 
America to make a fortune." 

Mary sighed with relief. “I'm glad. You don't know 
how it hum when Saint )ohn comes and says God wants 
you to leave me." 

"Mary' He doesn't put it that way!" 

“What does he say then?" 

The shepherd boy shifted uneasily. It was always hard 
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to eiplain just what happened when the vision came. He 
would be watching the sheep, perhaps saying the Rosary, 
when all of a sudden he would know that his patron, |ohn 
the Evangelist, was beside hun. The first vision had come 
to him over five years ago, when he was just a tiny boy. 
Since then there had been several others. Each time, the 
holy Apostle brought the tame message 

“What does he tell you, John?" 

“He tells me I am to leave Spam and that some day 
churches will be built in my honor." 

“He doesn't really say you’ll travel to America.” 

“No, but I think I'm going there put the same." 

“What else?" 

John smiled faintly. “Many times my patron saint gives 
me a glimpse of a beautiful country. Everything is clean 
and shining and the people are so happy I'm very sure it 
must be Heaven. Oh, Mary! If only you could see it, too!" 

The little girl looked down at the silver coin in her 
hand The old sadness was stealing over her. She never 
had any visions. And one of these days Saint John the 
Evangelist was going to take her brother away for good. 
What would the do then? 
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As Mt uuw ou>u, John Manas worked bird to provide 
for his young sister. He felt sure that everything would 
turn out well and that she would marry a good man when 
the time came. Perhaps Mary's husband might even be 
blessed with plenty of this world's goods. If so, then John 
could go to America with a clear conscience. 

“When will it be. Lord 5 " he often wondered. "When 
do You want me to start working for You in the New 
World’" 

Alas! Such prayers always went unanswered, and pres* 
ently John came to realize that it was God’s Will for him 
to continue his shepherd’s life. So he followed the usual 
routine in the quiet hills near Rivera. Each morning he 
drove his master's sheep to pasture. Each night he brought 
them home again. In the long hours between, he thought 
and prayed. Three times a day he said the Rosary—once 
for the Souls in Purgatory, once for sinners, once for the 
extension of Christ's Kingdom throughout the world. On 
the surface it was a dull life for a boy, but )ohn did not 
complain. He was confident that some day truly great 
things would happen to him. 


to 


Saint John the Evangelist had came to him again* 
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Oik bright spring morning in the year 1605, when |ohn 
was twenty years old, he took his Bocks at utual to graze 
in the hills. When they were dispersed, he settled himself 
by the old oak tree and looked out at the valley. He was 
happy today There was a feeling of real peace in his 
heart. What did it matter if he had to spend hts whole 
life as a shepherd, never leaving his native Spain 3 

"Doing what God wants me to do is the only thing that 
matters," he thought "That's all I have to remember." 

Suddenly a hand was laid gently upon his shoulder. 
John looked up, and then hts heart gave a great leap of 
joy at the vision before him Through the mercy of God, 
Saint |ohn the Evangelist, his friend and patron, had come 
to him again! 

At once the youth knelt down, marveling at the glorious 
vision It was one of manv granted to him since childhood. 
The saint was clothed in a white robe and seemed to be 
about fohn’s own age. His face was wonderfully kind and 
shone with an unearthly radiance. 

"Peace be to you, little brother,” he said kindly. "Arc 
you ready to go on a journey ?” 

The eyes of the shepherd boy were bright with excite¬ 
ment. "Oh. yes!" he cried. 

Saint |ohn nodded. “You have served God faithfully 
for twenty years in the simple way He desired for you. 
Now you arc to serve Him in gTeat ways M 

From a distance came the faint bleating of sheep. A 
flock of crows, their black wings glistening in the sun, 
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swooped overhead in noisy flight. The air was alive with 
the many sounds and scents of springtime, but |ohn Masias 
heard and felt nothing of these. Hu eyes were fixed with 
affectionate wonder upon hts friend and patron. Here was 
one of the twelve Apostles, the beloved disciple of Our 
Lord! What a marvelous grace that God should set aside 
the laws of nature and allow |ohn the Evangelist to guide 
and comfort him! 

"Tell me what to do, good saint,” he said simply. "Re¬ 
member, I am just a poor country boy.” 

The Apostle smiled again. "Take my hand. We shall 
make this tnp together ” 

Holding fast to hu heavenly friend, fohn Mastas pres¬ 
ently found himself traveling the dusty road that led to 
Guadalcanar. In some mysterious fashion he Kerned to 
move with amazing speed. It was like skimming over the 
ground, as though hu feet had wings. Soon Rivera was 
far behind and the familiar Kcnes of childhood. Surely 
America lay ahead—the land of savages who knew not 
Christ, whose mountains abounded in gold and precious 
gems' 

Suddenly the young shepherd turned to his patron 
anxiously. “Good saint, I forgot to say good-bye to my 
sister! And the sheep ... I left them alone in the hills!” 

The Apostle nodded. “Don’t worry," he said. "The 
Queen of Heaven will watch over your sister, and I shall 
attend to the sheep. Rut right now, tittle brother. I am 
going to take you to my own country. Look!” 





*4 


WARRIOR IN WHITE 


Suddenly the rolling Spanish hills were no more—the 
olive groves, the stretching miles of trees with their golden 
burden of oranges. Instead, the young man’s astonished 
eyes beheld a shining city, filled with angels and saints. 
Sweet music sounded in his ears. |ohn the Evangelist, as 
he had done several times before, was giving his young 
namesake a glimpse of Heaven t 

"Thu u your true home “ said a voice deep in his heart. 
"Here it the only happiness that latts, John. LooJ( and 
remember !“ 

How the wonder was accomplished the young shep¬ 
herd did not know. Had he actually been taken to 
Heaven ? Or was it with the eyes of the soul that he saw 
such splendor 5 There was no way of telling. But the young 
man's heart was filled with sorrow as the beautiful vision 
faded away, leaving him in the everyday world again. A 
lump came into his throat as he realized that as yet he 
had not the right to enjoy the happiness of the saints. 
How drab everything seemed, despite the loveliness of 
trees and sky! How empty! Then genuine dread filled his 
heart as he looked about He did not recognize the coun¬ 
tryside' And his patron saint was no longer visible! 

“Please come back!" he cried. “Good Mint, don’t leave 
me alone again!" 

There was no reply. Although John strained his eyes, 
peering this way and that, he could catch no glimpse of 
his friend's white robe. Thu was a terrible duappointment. 
but to make matters worse he could see that a bad storm 
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was brewing. Angry clouds were piling up in the western 
sky. Throughout the ominous mass streaked fiery fingers 
of light. On all sides the boughs of the orange and olive 
trees tossed in the growing wind. 

John shivered. A short tunc ago he had been so happy. 
The good Apostle had Mid the time had come for him 
to do great things for God. The quiet days of being a 
shepherd were over at last. But wasn't it better to be a 
shepherd at Rivera, among friends and good neighbors, 
than to be adrift on a lonely road in a storm ? 

“Where am I ?” he cried, knowing full well there was 
no one to hear or care. Then, as a mighty burst of thunder 
rent the heavens, he remembered the abiding presence of 
God within his soul. "I trust in You, Lord,” he Mid. “It 
really doesn't matter where I am as long as You arc in my 
heart." 

It was fortunate that an abandoned hut stood close by. 
As the first drops of rain spattered down on the dusty 
road. John ran toward it eagerly. It was a musty little 
place, with only one window and a door that sagged on 
rusty hinges. But the roof was surprisingly good, and John 
remained warm and dry while the storm raged out-of- 
doors. He even managed to take a short sleep, during 
which he dreamed that he was in far-away Peru. Dia¬ 
monds and emeralds lay about on the ground, to be had 
for the taking. He picked up huge quantities of these 
and sold them at a good price. Then he gave a great 
banquet for all the needy he could find. These poor souls. 
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their natural hunger satisfied, listened eagerly as he told 
them of God, Hu Commandments, Hu Church. Many 
asked to be baptized, so that some day they could go to 
Heaven, too. Presently the air was echoing with one cry: 
"Heip ta. John Mottos} Teach ttt what it rightI" 
When he finally awoke from this strange dream, the 
black clouds had rolled away. A gorgeous rainbow 
stretched across the western sky and the clean, cool air 
was filled with the song of birds. As the young shepherd 
made hu way back to the road, he noted a weatherbeaten 
signpost. It was fashioned in the shape of an arrow and 
bore one word: SEVILLE. 

“So thu is where I am going!" he thought. “Dear Saint 
John, why didn’t you tell me?** 

As he continued to walk along, picking his way through 
the puddles, |ohn found his rosary and began the familiar 
task of offering this favorite prayer to the Queen of 
Heaven. He was thus engaged when he noted a figure 
coming toward him. The stranger was a tall, well-built 
man and wore the rough clothes of a farmer. He was 
leading a little donkey which looked even smaller under 
its load of fruit and vegetables. 

As the newcomer approached, he cast a shrewd glance 
at the young shepherd. “You’re looking for work?" he 
asked hopefully. 

John shook hu head. “I am going to Seville, sir. After 
that, I hope to make my way to the sea and take passage 
on a boat for America.” 
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The farmer snorted. "America! Every young fool u go¬ 
ing there! Listen to me, friend. You'd be wiser to stay in 
Spain and not lose your health trying to find gold in some 
wild jungle. As for me. III give you an honest wage, 
good food and lodgings, if you’ll help out on my farm. 
What do you tty ?" 

John smiled. “Thank you, sir, but I think I ought to 
to Seville as soon as I can.” 

“I suppose fanning isn’t good enough for you?" 

"It's not that, sir. I just feel . . .** 

"Nonsense! Don't try to explain. All young men are 
the same They want money, excitement, travel. They’re 
fools, all of them. The only decent kind of life u on the 
land, young friend. Believe me!” 

For a moment the young shepherd stood with down¬ 
cast eyes, quietly rubbing the donkey’s ears. Then, as 
though a problem had been settled, he looked up at the 
farmer. ‘‘You're worried about something,” he said kindly. 

“Worried ? Of course I’m worried. Last month my two 
boys went off to America—the wretches! My wife tripped 
over a stone and hurt her leg. Now there’s no one to do 
the farm chores but me. It's too much, I tell you. In a 
year Ill be in a grave from overwork.*' 

John laughed. “Don't feel too bad." he said. "Maybe 
I could come and help you for a little while.” 

An expression of amazement crossed the fanner's face, 
followed quickly by a glimmer of hope. "You mean it, 
young man ? You’re not just fooling?" 
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‘Tm not fooling, sir. I'll do roy best to be of use.” 

“Then God be praised?" cried the farmer. “You can 
come along with me to Guadalcanar right now. Of course 
it's rather late to be taking things to market, but there's 
a fair going on and the fruit and vegetables will sell well 
even at night." 

So John seized the donkey's rope bridle and began to 
retrace his steps. He was puzzled and amused at the sud¬ 
den turn of events. The words Saint |ohn had spoken to 
him that morning still sounded in his heart: "You have 
served God faithfully for twenty years, in the simple way 
He desired for you. Now you are to serve Him in great 
wayt." Of course these words were still true, but in what 
a strange way the saint worked to make them so? He 
caused a poor shepherd boy to travel untold miles in a 
miraculous manner, gave him a glimpse of Heaven, then 
apparently abandoned him in a strange comer of Spain? 

"May the Will of God be done?" said John softly. 

The farmer looked up. “What’s that, young friend’ 
What did you say?” 

John smiled. “It was just a prayer, sir. A very little 
prayer.” 
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John remained with his new-found friend for several 
weeks, making himself useful in many ways. The farmer 
and his wife were delighted, for they found the young 
man an excellent worker. The crops were prospering un¬ 
der his care and the cattle thriving as never before. 

“I’m convinced that the boy's a saint," the woman told 
her husband one day. "Ever since you brought him here. 
I’ve had no more trouble with my leg. Really, it's simply 
wonderful the way his prayers for my health were an¬ 
swered ?” 

"It is,” said the farmer. “I only wish I could pay the lad 
what he’s worth." 

John was happy on the farm, however, and never 
dreamed of asking for more wages. Yet all the same he 
felt that this quiet life would not last much longer. Deep 
in his heart there was a conviction that God still wished 
him to go to Seville. 

"And after that to America," the boy told himself. 
"Dear Lord, it is in America that You want me to work, 
isn't it ?" 

Sometimes the familiar question was answered by a 
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deep feeling of inner peace. At others, there was only 
emptiness. John did his best to accept such trials, how¬ 
ever, and not a day passed that he did not ask for an 
increase in faith. With faith in God, all things arc easy. 
Doing His Will, even when it means just waiting, be¬ 
comes the most satisfying thing in the world. 

One night, after a hard day's labor in the fields, John 
was awakened from sleep. He sat up in bed and looked 
around. Of a sudden the plain little room was filled with 
a strange light. It played upon the cracked walls, the old 
chair and table by the window, then came to rest upon 
the boy’s uplifted face. Quickly he stretched out his arms 
toward the heavenly radiance. 

“Saint John!" he breathed softly. “Is it you again’" 

There was a slight pause, and then came the voice he 
had learned to love. “Yes, little brother. But hurry now. 
The time has come to make another ioumey." 

John jumped out of bed. In five minutes he was ready, 
his few possessions packed neatly in a blanket the farmer’s 
wife had given him. 

“Seville!” he cried eagerly. “Do we go to the city at 
last’" 

The heavenly radiance grew brighter, and presently the 
young man's eyes rested on a familiar figure in the midst 
of the light. Saint John the Evangelist, in garments white 
as snow, was smiling at him and nodding his head. 

“We go to Seville," he said. "Come—give me your 
hand." 

Then, as had happened so often before, the shepherd 
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lad of Rivera found himself transported through the air 
with wonderful speed. The farm, the little room that had 
been home to him for so many weeks, the familiar sights 
and sounds of the country, were gone Then suddenly he 
came to himself. He was alone, wandering down a broad 
and busy avenue in the city of Seville. 

As he had learned to do on previous occasions, the youth 
stifled his disappointment at being separated from his be¬ 
loved patron saint. After all, it must be God's Will that 
he find his way about the city alone. The holy Apostle 
could not be with him all the time. So, with a little prayer 
for guidance, he set himself to enjoy the new scenes about 
him. 

Great buildings arose on every side—churches and 
palaces and shops. And though it was still early in the 
morning, the street was crowded. Men passed by, dressed 
in rich velvet and silk, their fine steel swords clanking as 
they walked. An occasional carriage rumbled through the 
street in the direction of the Cathedral, and John caught 
glimpses of women, iheir faces hidden by heavy veils, on 
their way to early Mass. Here and there sidewalk mer¬ 
chants were setting up stands for the day and crying out 
the merits of their wares in loud voices. 

The young man looked about with interest. Seville! 
What a crowded place it was! And how busy everyone 
seemed! Never had he seen so many people at once. 

"You, there!" cried a voice suddenly. “Do you want to 
earn an honest penny ?" 

John stopped. A swarthy, middle-aged man, obviously 
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in charge of a pastry stand, was beckoning to him. The 
stranger was short but powerfully built, and his eyes, as 
they glanced quickly at the young shepherd’s country 
garb, were crafty. 

“You called me, sir?” 

“That’s right. I need someone to look after my stand 
for an hour. You’ve got an honest face. What do you 

say?” 

|ohn looked at the stranger, then at the piles of little 
cakes stacked before him on the counter, the long golden 
loaves. “Of course I’ll help you,” he said with a friendly 
smite. ‘‘Yours is a good trade. What do you want me to 
do?” 

The merchant chuckled. “Just watch this place while 
I'm gone. If anyone wants to buy, the cakes are a penny 
each and the loaves two pennies. But don't lei anyone try 
to cheat you." 

“Cheat me, sir ? Why should anyone want to do that?” 

“Seville is full of rascals, young friend from the country. 
But don’t worry too much. Ill be back in an hour and 
then you can go about your own business.” 

|ohn nodded, a bit puzzled. There was something 
peculiar about the merchant. Why, for instance, should he 
be so anxious to leave his pastry stand in charge of a com* 
plete stranger? 

“I guess it’s all right," John told himself finally. Tm 
not used to the ways of city folk, that’s all." 

The minutes pasted and the shepherd boy made several 
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sales But though he himself was hungry, having mused 
his breakfast at the farm, he touched none of the tempting 
wares before him. Possibly the merchant would let him 
have a loaf or two when he returned. 

“Only last week I sent all my wages to Mary," he 
thought. "If I did have a few pemiies now, how fine it 
would be to buy some of this bread!” 

Presently the bells in a nearby church tower pealed 
seven times. John looked down the street. The hour was 
up. The merchant should be returning at any moment. 
But the merchant did not return. Another hour pasted, 
then two, and still there was no sign of him. By now. 
onc'third of the cakes and bread was sold, and |ohn de¬ 
cided to arrange the rest more attractively. Busy with this 
task, he did not see the small boy approach who seemed 
to appear from nowhere, a large sack in his hand, but he 
heard his shout. With a skill born of long practice, the 
child began to scoop cakes and bread into the sack. Al¬ 
most in the same instant a second and larger boy jumped 
on |ohn from behind and knocked him to the ground. 

“Help!” John cried. “Don’t steal these things! They’re 
not mine!” 

“Who cares?" laughed the boys. "We’re hungry!" 

No one in the crowded street seemed to notice what 
was raking place, and when John finally picked himself 
up from the ground, the agile young thieves had disap¬ 
peared And they had taken not only the remaining cakes 
and bread but the money from the morning’s sales. 
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“What am I going to do?" cried John. “How can ! 
explain to the merchant?" 

The words were no sooner out than the young shep¬ 
herd's heart sank still farther. Coming down the street 
was the owner of the pastry stand. He was walking very 
fast and seemed to be excited. 

"I never meant to be gone this long!" he told John 
breathlessly. “Oh, my dear young friend, how I’ve im¬ 
posed upon you! Please accept my apologies!" 

John was silent, his eyes upon the empty counter. The 
merchant followed his gaze, then gave him a reassuring 
dap on the back. 

"But you’ve sold everything' Why, that’s splendid, 
young friend! Splendid* Now it’s my turn to be of use. 
I’m going to repay you for your fine help ” 

John took a deep breath and shook his head. "I was 
robbed while you were away, sir. The cakes and bread 
are gone. The money, too. Oh, if I could tell you how bad 
I feel . 

The merchant stared, and his crafty eyes lit up with 
a dangerous fire. "You were robbed?” 

"Yes, sir. Only two minutes ago. Some boys came and 
set upon me without the least warning.” 

The man stiffened. All his friendliness was gone now, 
and he seized John in a merciless grip. “You lie!" he 
roared. "Give back what you took! No young man from 
the country can make a fool out of me!” 

In vain John tried to plead his cause. The merchant 


"It's Father Peter?” they whispered fearfully “Run, everybody 1 ” 
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would not listen, but rained blows upon him. An eager 
crowd gathered in front of the little stand, laughing and 
shouting at the prospect of a fight. Two men took the 
young shepherd's bundle, and soon his few belongings 
were scattered on the street. 

“He’s hidden the money somewhere!** cried one. ‘‘Let’s 
sec who finds it first!” 

“The wretched thief!” put in another. “This will teach 
him to trick an honest merchant!” ♦ 

The hubbub continued. |ohn, now bruised and bleed* 
mg, felt sure that his hour had come. He was no match 
at all for the angry owner of the pastry stand. Yet sud¬ 
denly the shouts died away and an uneasy hush fell upon 
the little gathering. A priest had appeared, clad in the 
black and white habit of the Dominican Order, and he 
was viewing the little scene with a stern eye. 

“It’s Father Peter!” whispered someone fearfully. “Run, 
everybody!” 

At once the merchant relaxed his merciless grip and 
slipped away into the crowd. John looked up, his face 
covered with dust and blood, and the eyes of the strange 
priest met his own with a look of compassion. 

“Father ... 1 didn’t mean to lose ... the money!" 
stammered |ohn. “The two boys . . . before I could do 
anything . . 

“Don't try to talk," said the priest kindly. Then, staring 
the crowd in the face, he drew himself up to his full 
height. 
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"Get back to your work!" he roared. “And ask God to 
have mercy on your souls!” 

The crowd obeyed rapidly, for Father Peter was not a 
man with whom anyone trifled. He possessed great physi¬ 
cal strength, and all Seville knew that he allowed no 
injustice toward the poor or sick. Indeed, his sermons 
at the Dominican church had made many a sinner tremble 
with fear and return to the Sacraments with undreamed¬ 
of haste. 

Not knowing quite what he did, fohn took the helping 
hand the friar extended and rose unsteadily to his feet. 
Then, in sudden despair, he realized that his bundle was 
gone. The few possessions he had in the world were now 
in the hands of others! 

“Don't worry," said the priest kindly, reading hts 
anxious thoughts. “We'll go to the Dominican convent 
and you can tell me all about everything—although I be¬ 
lieve I have a fair idea even now." 

"Yes, Father,” whispered fohn weakly. 

Later ui the day, after a good meal and a change of 
clothes, the young shepherd felt much better. He could 
even be a little amused at Father Peter's insistence that 
the two boys who had robbed him were none other than 
the merchant's own sons. 

"They've done it before,” said the friar dryly, “although 
this time they didn't pick the right person" 

fohn shook his head. “I don’t understand, Father.” 

“Probably not. But the previous victims of this little 
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irkk were alio travelers, John—men on their way to 
America with all their wealth in a pack like yours. They 
settled their accounts with the merchant by giving him 
everything they owned.” 

“And I had nothing!** 

“Precisely. That’s why the man was so angry. Ah, my 
son, Seville is no place for you! You're a country boy at 
heart. You don’t know the ways of city thieves and 
rascals. “ 

|ohn smiled. “I never really wanted to live here,** he 
said shyly. “You see. Father, I have an idea that God 
wants me to do some work for Him in America—perhaps 
among the poor and sick.*' 

The fnar was quiet a moment, shrewdly observing his 
young guest. Finally he spoke, slowly and dearly. 

“I think you’d be better off in some country place in 
Spain. And you’ll do me a favor if you go to one little 
town in particular.” 

“Where, Father?** 

“To Jerez de la Frontcra. Do you know where it 
is?” 

The young man nodded “It’s not far from Seville. But 
why should I go there. Father >H 

The priest smiled. ”1 have an idea you'll soon find out. 
Look—I'm going to give you a letter to the Father Prior 
there. You see, John, it hasn't taken me long to discover 
one thing. In my opinion you have a religious vocation. 
I think you’d be very happy as a Dominican friar." 
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The young shepherd stared. "But I want to go to 
America, Father Peter !** 

The priest smiled again. “Have a talk with the Father 
Prior first, then make up your mind. You will, won't 
you, as a favor to me ?“ 

John was silent a moment. Then his eyes brightened. 
The Will of God! Sometimes it made itself clear in the 
strangest ways! 

“All right," he said eagerly. “I’ll go. Father Peter." 
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The joleney to Jerez de U Frontrra did not take long. 
Even if it had, |ohn would not have eared. From the 
first, hu experiences in Seville had sickened him. There 
was so little kindness in cities! People were too busy mak¬ 
ing money to care about courtesy or the finer things in 
life It was easier to think of Heaven out in the country, 
where God's peace flowed like an endless benediction on 
the soul. 

The Dominican priests in fere* soon became )ohn*s loyal 
friends. Most of them agreed that the youth from Rivera 
would make a good friar — or at least a lay Brother. 

"Why doesn’t he see things this way?" an old priest 
asked the Father Prior one day. “He’s been living here 
for nearly six months, talking about his trip to America, 
yet doing nothing about it." 

"He could just as well receive the habit and consecrate 
himself to God," put in another “What's the matter with 
him ?” 

The Prior shook his head.' "I don’t know. He has a 
queer notion that God wants him to live in the world a 
while.” 

jo 
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"How old u he. Father Prior?” 

‘Twenty-one." 

"Well, he shouldn't wait too long or he might lose his 
vocation." 

The Prior nodded. “I've told him that many times but 
he just smiles. Then he starts to talk about the heathen 
Indians in Peru, their poverty and ignorance. Really, our 
young friend is a strange soul. But a saint, of course A 
real saint.” 

Most of the townsfolk in Jerez shared the Prior's opin¬ 
ion. Some even made it a habit to attend Mass at ten 
o’clock each morning in the Dominican church because 
|ohn Masias was usually present and sometimes real 
wonders took place. For instance, it was quite evident that 
God often gave John a glimpse of Heaven. As he knelt, 
quiet and devout in his usual corner, his face would shine 
like the sun and those who had entered the church with 
heavy hearts would find themselves strangely encouraged. 
It was as though the young shepherd, seeing the beauties 
of Heaven, reflected them in his own person so that all 
about could take comfort in the fine reward God has in 
store for those who serve Him faithfully. 

“He it a saint," said the townsfolk, echoing the senti¬ 
ments of the Prior. "God always hears the prayers of that 
good young man.” 

Such talk, when it reached his ears, always made |ohn 
feel uncomfortable. Gradually he began to visit the Domin¬ 
ican church less and less, fearful of the visions that oc- 
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currcd there End the resulting gossip. But hts friendship 
for the friars did not cease. On the contrary, the young 
man found himself becoming quite attached to the Do¬ 
minican Order. 

As was only natural, he came to know quite a bit 
about the holy founder, too. He learned that Saint Domi¬ 
nic had established his religious family in the thirteenth 
century for the express purpose of preaching and teaching 
against the heresy of those days. Even now his friars were 
still warriors in the cause of truth, and though }ohn had 
little schooling and therefore no preparation to be a friar, 
the thought did occur that it would be a wonderful thing 
to serve God as a Dominican lay Brother. He could do 
humble fobs about the monastery. He could see that the 
friars had good meals, that their habits were neat and 
clean and their rooms kept in order. He could be a war¬ 
rior in white, too—in the white woolen habit of Saint 
Dominic's family. 

"Not yet.' 4 said a little voice in his heart. "Wait a while, 
lohn, before you thinly of entering religion.' 4 

Poor John! He knew how people talked of him at 
Jerez, how they came in crowds to the Dominican church 
and waited for God to grant him visions. He knew, too, 
that many believed he worked miracles, and that by now 
there were several colorful tales concerning his friend¬ 
ship with Saint fohn the Evangelist. Some even insisted 
that the holy Apostle was visible to him at all times, and 
his Guardian Angel as well. But no one ever thought of 
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telling about the heartaches that went with the heavenly 
gifts. They never dreamed how hard it was to be given 
a glimpse of Heaven, to converse with a saint, then to 
be set adrift in the world again. Why. it was enough to 
make a person die of loneliness! 

As the years passed. John was obedient to the inner 
voice that told him to remain at Jerez—in the world but 
not of it. He secured odd >obs about the town and pa¬ 
tiently waited for God's Will to be made manifest. But 
sometimes he grew a littje uneasy, particularly after he 
had passed his thirty-fourth birthday. Would he ever go 
to America at all* Would he ever wear the Dominican 
habit in some monastery in the New World and be a war¬ 
rior in the cause of Christ ? 

“I've spent fourteen years here at Jerez," he told him¬ 
self one day, a trifle sadly “I'd willingly be a lay Brother 
at the Dominican convent but 1 still feel that isn't what 
God wants. Oh. dear Saint John* How much longer must 
I wait*” 

As it turned out. this little prayer was answered rather 
quickly. No less a person than the Father Prior of the 
Dominican convent appeared at John's lodgings that 
same day with a remarkable piece of news. Recently a 
wealthy man had come to him with a problem. The man 
was a merchant, with large holdings in the New World. 
He was on his way now to San Lucar where a ship was 
waiting to take him across the Atlantic. 

“I need a young man to travel with me," the merchant 
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had explained anxiously. "Someone who will act as my 
personal servant and still keep my accounts. Do you know 
of anyone reliable, Father?” 

"I recommended you, John,” said the Father Prior, 
watching the young man’s face quietly. *‘l guess the job 
is yours if you want it.” 

"Oh, Father! Of course I want it!” 

"Don't forget that it will be a dangerous trip, my son. 
You may be shipwrecked. Or you may catch some dread- 
ful disease in the jungles." 

John shook his head vigorously. Nothing mattered 
save that at last there was a chance to secure free passage 
to the New World. Yet even as he rejoiced in the thought, 
he felt sudden pin. What way was this to repy the 
kindness shown him by the Dominicans in Jerez? For 
fourteen years they had been his spiritual guides. They 
had secured for him countless little jobs so that he could 
support himself and his young sister hack in Rivera. Now 
it seemed that he was only too anxious to leave them. 

“Father, I’m only going because I think it’s God’s Will," 
he added quickly. “And I don’t expect things to be easy. 
After all. there have been many martyrs in America So, 
will you please pray for me now and then?" 

The Prior nodded. His heart was heavy at losing this 
beloved friend, yet the young man’s sincere conviction 
that he was doing the right thing was comforting. By 
now the priest realized that |ohn was blessed by God in 
no ordinary way. It was quite possible that he was divinely 
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enlightened and spoke the truth when he said that there 
was some great work awaiting him in the New World. 

“I’ll remember you every day in Holy Mass," he said 
reassuringly. "Don't worry about that. And now—would 
you like to meet the man for whom you’re going to 

u. s 

John nodded eagerly. "Oh, yes. Father! If it's not too 
much trouble for you." 

The priest laughed "Come along. He's waiting for us 
at the church. I told him we’d be there before Vespers.” 

So presently John was being introduced to the wealthy 
merchant, who took one look at his honest face and im¬ 
mediately accepted him as a traveling compnion 

"You won’t have many duties," he said kindly. "The 
main thing is that you keep an accurate record of my 
business affairs ” 

"Yes. sir," said John. "I understand.” 

A few days later, the young man and his master were 
on their way to the seacoast town of San Lucar. This trip 
did not take long, and presently John's eager heart realized 
its great ambition. He was on a boat at last! And the boat 
was en route to the New World—to Cartagena—that very 
important harbor in the south Caribbean! 

“Thanks be to God!” he rejoiced. “Dear Apostle, please 
watch out for your little brother'” 

The forty-day sea voyage was an uneventful one. There 
were no storms, no meetings with pirates, nothing but a 
succession of calm nights and sunny days. |ohn was never 
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weary of gazing ai the many new sights, and whenever 
the ship passed close to an island, he stood by the railing 
and peered long and earnestly at the copper-colored na¬ 
tives in the distance, the luxuriant trees and plants, which 
told that the vessel was now in tropical waters. At such 
times his heart beat fast as he thought of the great good an 
honest Christian could do in these wild jungles. What joy 
to teach the Holy Faith to these ignorant souls! To bring 
the saving waters of Baptism to little children! Yet it 
was still Peru that claimed his chief interest. After all, he 
felt that it was among the pagans in this great land of gold 
and silver that he would spend his days. Other men might 
travel to this fabulous country to make fortunes for them¬ 
selves. He, by the grace of God, had been given a far 
greater work to do. 

It came as a real shock when the merchant called him 
one morning, just as the ship was entering the harbor of 
Cartagena, and announced that his employment was at 
an end. 

“You're not too good at figures, |ohn I iust have to get 
another helper with more schooling than you to keep my 
accounts." 

At once anxiety filled the young man’s heart. "You 
don't mean there’s any money missing, sirV* 

“Your writing is so bad that I can't tell. Listen, young 
friend— how many years did you spend in grtting an 
education 

Deep color flooded John's cheeks. ”1 never went to 
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school, sir. I . . . I . . . just picked up a little writing 
and arithmetic by mysc!f. N 

M You never went to school?" 

“No, sir. You see, 1 was left an orphan before I was five 
years old. At first my uncle looked after my little sister and 
me, but he didn't have too much money and so finally 
he put me out to work. I was a shepherd until I was 
twenty After that, I went to Seville and then to Jerez. 
When I met you, I was . . . well, a handyman of sorts at 
the Dominican convent." 

Hie merchant shifted uneasily. "John, I had no idea 
things were so difficult for you. Now it’s much harder to 
say I can't keep you with me But business is business, 
you know . . .** 

John nodded. "It's quite all right, sir. I understand. 
And please don't worry about me. I’ll find some other 
iob" 

”1 hope to. young friend. You tee, I like you. And it 
hurts to cast you adrift tike this in a strange country." 

The young man smiled. Being left to his own resources 
was no new thing. It had happened so many times in 
Spain. 

"Don’t worry, sir," he said cheerfully. "I'll manage to 
get along somehow And I'll say a prayer that I didn’t 
make too many mistakes in figuring out your accounts." 

The two parted then, with a hearty handshake, and 
John turned to the business of proceeding with his journey. 
Cartagena was the last important harbor before the 
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Isthmus of Panama. Even if he had kept hu job, it would 
have been necessary to say good-bye to the ship. From 
now on, in order to reach the west coast of South America, 
it would be necessary to walk or ride through hundreds 
of miles of dense jungle. Or one could go by native canoe 
up one of the many hidden waterways that led to the 
interior. Later, one could scale the mountains of Co¬ 
lombia and Ecuador and proceed to Peru down the bar¬ 
ren wastelands of the Pacific coast. 

"Dear Saint John!*' he said softly. "I need your help. 
Will you come again, please, and show me what to do?" 

Even as he spoke these words, the young nun's heart 
gave a great leap of joy. A strange mist was obscuring the 
busy seaport of Cartagena? Gone were the great ships 
ruling at anchor, the mixture of black men, yellow men, 
white men, who crowded the docks. Once more his 
hand felt the grasp of his heavenly friend's and his ears 
heard the beloved voice bidding him not to be afraid. 

"Look up, little brother," it whispered. “See my country. 
This is where live the blessed souls who did God's Will 
while they lived on earth. 1s it not worth the few lonely 
years that men must spend in the world 
|ohn looked up, and his heart swelled with joy. Heaven? 
Once again God’s Mercy was granting him that vision. 
And how beautiful it was 1 There were no words to de¬ 
scribe the Majesty of God, the peace and glory of His 
saints? 



Heaven' Once again God’s Mercy was granting him that vision. 
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How long the vimon LAmD, John could, as usual, not 
say All he knew was that finally the strange mist van¬ 
ished, and he found himself in Cartagena once more, 
alone and friendless. Yet deep in his heart he knew what 
God wished him to do. He was not to make his way 
westward after alt. He was to go to the cast, to the port 
of Barranquilla on the Magdalena river. Here he would 
receive help and further instructions. 

Accordingly, the young man turned his back on the 
ship that had brought him to the New World and reso¬ 
lutely set out for Barranquilla. To his dismay, the country 
toon became wild and the heat oppressive. As he pushed 
his way through the dense tropical growth, he was almost 
tcmptesl to despair. There were so many fierce animals in 
these jungles! And poisonous snakes! How could he ever 
make his way unharmed through the green wilderness? 
And what would he do about food ? 

"Saint |ohn, you’ll have to help me,” he said simply. 
“There’s no ocher way I can keep alive. And I’m worried. 
Why is it I am told to go cast instead of west? This is 
not the way to reach Peru." 

Yes—God was testing John's faith once more. But in 
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a short time he realized why, for in Barranquilla he met 
a group of cheerful adventurers who were about to sail 
up the Magdalena river for the interior of the continent. 
This, it seems, was by far the best way to reach the south. 
There was less danger from prowling beasts. 

“Why don’t you come with us ?” they asked John. "We 
could use a young man like you.” 

“But I haven’t any money, good sirs!” 

The travelers laughed "You'll earn your passage as you 
go Sec that big canoe? It belongs to us. You can help 
paddle it. Now what do you say?” 

The offer was an acceptable one and in a few minutes 
John found himself a member of the little party. From 
the beginning one thing was clear: his companions were 
making this trip for one reason only. They wanted to find 
the gold that was known to lie hidden in the Andes. They 
seemed particularly interested in reaching Bogota, a 
mountain city where men had been known to become 
wealthy overnight. John’s indifference to such good for¬ 
tune puzzled them at first, but they did not argue about 
it. After all, their own chances for becoming rich were 
slightly increased thereby. Besides, why argue with a 
fellow traveler? In such wild country it was well for 
Spaniards to remain together as friends There was no 
telling when hostile natives, hiding in the dense trees, 
would spring upon them. If this happened, a united group 
would have a better chance at survival than a lone in¬ 
dividual. 

As the days passed and the big canoe moved safely from 
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one river port to the next, John * companions marveled 
still more at his unusual ways. Never before had they 
known a man to say the Rosary three tunes a day; to act 
toward God as a child acts toward its father, expecting 
Him to be always interested in human joys and sorrows. 
Could it be possible that |ohn Masias really was a grown 
man of thirty-four years? 

Eventually, they became convinced that this wayfarer 
was an extraordinary person. “The strange thing is. his 
prayers do seem to bring results,” whispered one of them, 
with an air of discovery. “Why, we haven't had any 
trouble with the Indians during the whole trip." 

“And we’ve never lacked food." put in another. “Or 
come down with the fever. 1 say it's a good thing we 
brought |ohn along." 

"Maybe he'll change his mind and stay with us in 
Bogota." said a third traveler. “We could probably find 
a lot of gold if he prayed for us." 

John, however, was still anxious to reach Peru as soon 
as possible. When the group finally arrived in Bogota, the 
city that stood more than eight thousand feet above the 
sea, he bade his friends a courteous farewell. Yes—he 
would pray for their success, but he could stay with them 
no longer. 

"But you can’t go to Peru alone!" they cried. “It would 
be suicide even to try!" 

John smiled. Then he tried to explain that God would 
look after him. If it was His Will that one young Spaniard 



He began to crow the northern Andes on fool. 
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should meet death in the mountains, what did it matter? 
Heaven was worth this or any other suffering. 

True to his prophecy, |ohn was wonderfully protected 
during the next few weeks. A stranger, and with no one 
to advise or console him, he began the hazardous task of 
crossing the northern Andes on foot. One day he would 
be scaling snow-clad peaks. The next, making his way 
across extensive valleys that few white men ever had 
seen. Indians lived in these parts, but they did no harm 
to the traveler. |ohn even made friends with a few of them 
and tried to tell them of God. This was not easy, since he 
was ignorant of their language. Yet they learned to make 
the Sign of the Cross and in gratitude gave him food, 
I join led out the poisonous plants and berries that were not 
safe to touch, ansi finally provided him with a mule for 
his fourney. 

"Quito,” they told him one day, smiling as he gazed in 
puzzled fashion at the surrounding country. As they spoke 
they pointed to the southwest. 

|ohn understood. Quito was the great city built on the 
Equator. Nearly ten thousand feet above the sea, it was 
one more milestone on the long journey to Peru. With 
God's help he would go here, rest a while, then proceed 
as his heart directed. 

A month later, as he rode his mule down a winding 
mountain path, John's eyes beheld a happy sight. Before 
him were miles and miles of glistening water. It was the 
Pacific Ocean at last* The barren stretches of sand and 
rock told him his course had been right. 
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“Thank God I” he cried, and dismounted from his mule 
to kneel in thanksgiving. A half hour later he looked up 
to sec an Indian boy peering at him cautiously. The lad 
seemed about ten years old ami was dressed in rags. 

|ohn smiled as he arose from his knees. "Good morn¬ 
ing, little brother. And what is your name 3 ’’ 

The boy scowled. For a moment it seemed as though he 
might run away, fearful of the stranger who had been 
kneeling in the middle of the path, Seeing this, John 
stretched out his hand. 

“Don't be afraid. I won't hurt you.” 

Minutes passed and the boy's dark eyes continued to rest 
suspiciously upon the newcomer. The thought Bashed 
through John's mind that possibly the lad knew no other 
language than his Indian tongue. It was a surprise there¬ 
fore when the latter suddenly burst into speech. 

“I'm Michael' I’m hungry'” 

John smiled. “So you're hungry, arc you? Well, little 
friend. I have some food in my pack. Dried figs ami raisins. 
Does that suit you 5 ” 

The boy nodded and stretched out a bony hand For the 
moment hunger was triumphing over fear I 

As time passed. Michael's strangeness melted away, and 
he began to confide his brief life's history to John. It 
seemed he was an orphan. His mother had died when he 
was born; his father, from hardship as a slave in the 
silver mines. He himself kept alive by begging in the 
streets of Lima 

”ljma r cried John. “Then the city isn't far from here?” 







46 WARRIOR IN WHITE 

The boy nodded. "About ten miles. If you keep to this 
path you won’t miss it. Or . . ." and he hesitated shyly, , 
“I could show you the way." 

John smiled. It was quite evident that the youngster 
did not want to leave him. His fears were completely 
gone now, and he seemed eager to prove his gratitude 
for the food given to him. "All right," he said. “You 
ride the mule, Michael, and tell me some more about 
yourself. The time ought to pass more pleasantly then." 

The boy's account of conditions in Lima touched John’s 
heart. The newly-arrived Spaniards were in complete con¬ 
trol of the city. Most of them were very rich. As for the 
Indians who once had owned Peru, they were treated 
as slaves. Their lands had been taken away by the white 
people. They were forced to work in the mines, where 
most of them died of hardship. 

“Like my father," said Michael. “Oh, John! How we 
Indians hate the rich white people!” 

For a moment John was silent. How could he tell his 
little friend that hatred of any sort was wrong ? 

“Not all Spaniards are unkind,” he said finally. "Surely 
there are some priests in Lima who help the poor ?" 

Michael nodded. “Oh, yes. The Spanish priests tell us 
about the real God They tell us some day we Indians 
will be happy in Heaven because of our sufferings. These 
Spaniards we like, because they teach and help us. But 
the others, no! We would kill them if we could.” 

Late in the afternoon, John and his young guide en- 
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tered Lima. The city had been founded on the Feast of 
the Epiphany in 153;, and for this reason it was called 
"The City of the Kings,” commemorating the three Wise 
Men who had brought gifts to the Infant Christ. The 
young Spaniard sighed, recalling that the title was hardly 
a fitting one. The Wise Men had given generously to a 
poor little Family in Bethlehem, but few of his wealthy 
countrymen had given anything to the natives of Peru. 
They had taken instead—gold and silver, the freedom 
of a peace-loving people. 

"May their sins be blotted out by future saints!" John 
prayed, “by other Spaniards who have brought one gift at 
least—the gift of the true Faith’" 

Because he had asked him to do so, Michael presently 
led John to the nearest church—that of San Lazaro. This 
was a poor little building at the extreme edge of the city. 
After a brief thanksgiving for his safe arrival, the young 
man came outside to survey the neighborhood. Regretfully, 
he realized that Michael had been right. Poverty was 
everywhere in this section of Lima Some of the Indians 
and Negroes crowding the narrow street were living skele¬ 
tons, dirty and diseased. As for the children, what a dread¬ 
ful sight these poor little ones presented’ 

“Can’t we go now ?" begged Michael, pulling at John's 
sleeve. ‘'Thu isn’t a nice place to stay." 

|ohn shook his heat!. “I’d like to speak to a few’ of these 
good souls first." 

"No, no' Don't do that!" 
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“Why not?" 

“Because some are lepers. 1 wouldn't have brought you 
here, but you said I had to take you to the nearest church. 
Oh, John! Please don't stay! Please don't!” 

Reluctantly, the young man let himself be led away. 
The mule followed obediently, and in a few minutes they 
had left behind the evil-smelling atmosphere of San 
Lazaro. Almost immediately the Rimac river came into 
view and the stone bridge which connected the poor sec¬ 
tion of Lima with the newer part. Many people were 
crowding the bridge, for there was a large market nearby 
where meat, fruit and vegetables were on sale. 

“I think I can get you a ]ob,” said Michael as they made 
their way toward one of the stands. "See that big man 
smiling at us ’ Over there by the meat 5 ” 

John nodded. “Who is it, Michael?" 

“A friend of mine. Peter Jtminei Menacho. He owns a 
big cattle ranch outside the city. Twice a week he comes 
here with fresh meat to sell He’s been very good to me. 
and I think maybe he’ll help vou, too.” 

Slowly the man and boy pushed their way through the 
bustling crowd. John looked about in bewilderment, for 
there was a great babble of strange tongues on every side 
Silver coins were changing hands with amazing speed as 
men and women bargained eagerly. Everywhere was the 
smell of fruit, of strange food being cooked over open 
fires. The scene was colorful, yet not without its tragic 
touch. Scores of beggars were crouching in the gutter. 
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their pitiful voices raised in quest of alms. John's heart 
ached. Very few of the shoppers seemed to be noticing 
God's poor. 

Finding that his friend was ready to stop to give the 
beggars a word of encouragement, Michael grabbed his 
arm briskly. “Don't pay any attention to them,” he said. 
“There are too many for you to help. Besides, we mustn’t 
lose any time if you're to get a yob before nightfall.’’ 

John laughed at the businesslike attitude of hu young 
friend ”A Job before nightfall? But there’s no rush, 
Michael. I don't need to find work right away.” 

The boy stared. "Aren’t you poor ? Don't you need a 
place to sleep tonight 5 ” 

"Yes. And I will have to find work in a little while. 
That's why I thought ! might go to sec the Dominican 
priests first. They may have some work for me in their 
monastery " 

Michael shook hu head. "Come along,” he said "You 
can make much more money on my friend’s ranch.'' 
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John work id Ft* Peter Menacho during the next two and 
one-half yean. His duties were similar to those he had 
known as a farm helper in Spain, since they consisted 
mainly in caring for the sheep and cattle on the Menacho 
ranch. The young Spaniard seemed happy in such work, 
yet at Christmas time in the year that he came to his 
employer with a startling piece of news. He had finally 
made up his mind as to how he wished to spend the rest 
of his life. In a month or so he would be giving up his 
present employment for a new work- 
The rancher was beside himself. “You can’t leave me 
now!" he cried. "You’re the best worker I’ve ever had. 
|ust tell me how much extra money you want and I’ll 
gladly pay it." 

"It isn’t a question of money, sir. You’ve always been 
more than generous." 

"But you must have found a better iob. Where is' it, 
John 3 Who has stolen you from me 3 ** 

The young man smiled. "I am going away to be a 
religious,” he said softly. "God willing. I shall ask for 
the Dominican habit next month.” 


so 
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Peter Menacho stared. ‘’You're going to be a priest 

"No, sir. Only a lay Brother. Will you pray that I be 
a good one?" 

The older man’s disappointment was intense John 
Masias would be impossible to replace. Who else had such 
skill in handling animals, in curing their illnesses 1 

“Y’ou’re too old to be going into religion.” he said 
bluntly. "That life is for the young, John. Take my ad¬ 
vice. Stay here on the ranch. Say as many prayers as you 
like. Only don’t leave me for the cloister.” 

Although John admired his employer very much, such 
words could not change his mind Now that he was 
thirty-seven years old, he felt sure that God’t plans for 
him were clear. Peru needed saints, souls who would atone 
for the greed of their Spanish brothers by prayer and 
sacrifice. Well, he would try to be one of these souls. He 
would become a Dominican lay Brother and make his life 
one long act of reparation for the sins of hts fellow country¬ 
men. 

There were two Dominican monasteries in Lima: that 
of the Most Holy Rosary (popularly called Santo Do¬ 
mingo) and a smaller house dedicated to Saint Mary 
Magdalen. The latter was known as the Magdalena, and 
everyone knew that real Mints lived within its walls. 
After all, the Dominicans of the Magdalena did not en¬ 
gage in active works, such as teaching and preaching. 
They spent most of their time in prayer, meditation and 
works of penance. In such a way they called down God’s 
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blessing on other members of the Order who could not 
follow such a rigorous regime. 

After due thought, John decided that it was to this 
smaller group of the Dominican family that God was 
calling him. The decision made his heart leap for joy, 
but Peter Menacho was far from sharing in such en¬ 
thusiasm. 

“Life at the Magdalena is terribly hard," he said. “Arc 
you sure you're not making a mistake by going 
there?" 

|ohn smiled. "A mistake? Oh. no, sir! God has given 
me very good health. I’ll he able to manage. And I’d like 
to ask you one favor." 

"What’s that 5 " 

‘‘I expect to stay with you for another month. Could I 
have my wages in advance, please? And divided into three 
parts 5 ” 

“Of course, |ohn. But why?" 

“I have a sister living in Spain, sir. Her name is Mary. 
I'd like to send her part of my savings There's a boat 
leaving next week and if it's not asking too much . . 

Peier Menacho nodded. "That’s all right, |ohn. You 
give me your sister’s address and 111 see that the money 
goes to her. As for the rest of your earnings, have you 
some other plans?" 

"I'd like one-third to be given to the poor, sir, and the 
balance to Brother Paul at the Magdalena. That good soul 
will be able to put everything to proper use." 
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It was a few weeks later, on the afternoon of January 
22, 1622, when |ohn Masias said good bye to his friends 
on the ranch and made his way into the city of Lima. 
His heart was beating wildly. He had been on many 
travels, had experienced many exciting adventures, but 
this surely was the greatest of all. That same night, as the 
friars of the Magdalena were assembled for Matins, he 
would die to the world I He would give himself to the 
service of God for the rest of his life! 

As the white adobe towers of the monastery finally came 
into view, he breathed a short and familiar prayer. "Saint 
John, be with me' Help me to be a saint’" 

Brother Paul of Charity, the keeper of the monastery 
gate, was waiting for the newcomer as he rang the bell. 
Known throughout the city as a saint himself, one who 
was the loyal friend of every sick and needy person, he 
had been acquainted with John Masias for a tong time, 
had prayed for him and encouraged him to be a Domini¬ 
can. Now his face was wreathed with smiles. At mid¬ 
night. just as the feast of the great Saint Raymond of 
Pennafort began, his young friend would be clothed in 
the black and white habit of Saint Dominic’s family! 

"Everything's ready for tonight," he announced cheer¬ 
fully. "Come inside and let me have a look at you." 

Promptly John entered the little wooden house, close 
to the gate, where Brother Paul spent so many hours at¬ 
tending to the needs of the poor. As he did to the latter 
stared in amazement, for John was not wearing his usual 
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clothes. Hit feet were bare and about his shoulders was 
the rough woolen blanket of an Indian beggar 
"John! What's the meaning of this?” 

The young man smiled. "Do I look different. Brother ? 
Well, there’s a reason. Just before leaving the ranch I 
exchanged clothes with a poor man. It seemed . . . well, a 
good way to say farewell to m> old life ” 

There was affectionate understanding in Brother Paul's 
glance. Ten years ago he had come to the Magdalena in 
lust the same spirit of abandonment. He had had nothing 
to offer God but love and eagerness to serve Him. Yet his 
little gift had been accepted. God had taken his human 
nothingness and made it great. He had given a poor lay 
Brother the wonderful task of leading other hearts to Him¬ 
self through works of charity. 

Brother Paul was not able to give full expression to such 
thoughts, however, for presently the Prior sent word that 
John Masias was to attend Vespers 
“You'd better go right away,” said the older man. 
“Obedience is one of the first rules in the religious life, you 
know.” 

fohn nodded “I'm ready. Brother. Shall I go alone 5 ” 
Brother Paul opened the door of his little house. “No. 
Ill take you. And listen, my son. It's almost five o'clock. 
You still have seven hours to think about the step you are 
going to take. If you want to change your mind . . .“ 

■ Brother Pamir 

The words were uttered with such earnestness that the 
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older man laughed in spite of hunself. "All right,” he Mid. 
“I won’t argue with you. After all, I’ve always felt you 
belonged with us. May God bless you, John, as He has 
blessed me these past ten years!” 

Late that night, a few minutes before midnight, the 
friars of the Magdalena arose from their hard beds and 
made their way to the chapel for Matins. Because it was 
an important feast day in the Order, that of Saint Raymond 
of Pennafort, four altar candles had been lighted by the 
Mcristan instead of the usual two. By the light of these the 
priests and Brothers found their places in the choir stalls 
while the Prior, Father Salvador Ramirez, seated himself 
in a chair before the altar. For a moment all was quiet as 
the community knelt in prayer. Then the Prior gave a 
signal and lohn came slowly forward. His face was glow¬ 
ing with happiness, and the older priests and Brothers 
smiled at the sight. Well they knew what was taking place 
in the newcomer’s heart. It was always the same when a 
poor human creature gave himself to God. 

The Prior had similar thoughts as he saw the young 
man advance toward him and kneel at his feet. "What 
do you ask he inquired kindly. 

“God’s mercy and yours," replied John. 

At this another friar stepped forward. In his hands he 
bore the white woolen tunic, hood, leather belt and black 
scapular of the Dominican Order. The poor raiment of a 
beggar which John had been wearing was removed, and 
presently the new Brother lay prostrate before his superior. 




warrior in whiti 


56 

This humble action caused him great joy, for it proved his 
nothingness before the assembled community. 

As the Prior gave a slight knock on the arm of his chair, 
he arose obediently, then knelt to hear the words of wel¬ 
come addressed to him. A few minutes later, while the 
familiar strains of the Vent Creel or filled the air, he left his 
place to greet each of his new brethren with the kiss of 
peace. How happy he was! Never again would he have to 
worry about the future, about where to live or what to do 
with his time. He was a religious at last, and for hun the 
will of his superiors would always be the Will of God. 

Such joy remained with him throughout the chanting of 
Matins and Lauds. He was still pondering his good fortune 
when the signal came for the community to retire from the 
chapel for a few hours* rest. Obediently John arose from 
his knees and followed hu companions into the darkened 
corridor. He knew where to go without asking questions, 
for a cell had been assigned to him shortly after his arrival. 
He needed only to walk to the end of the corridor and 
climb one flight of stairs. Hu little room was then only a 
few steps away. 

|ohn was half way up the flight of stairs when a fright¬ 
ening thing happened. A rough hand gripped him by the 
shoulder. Try though he would, he could not move an 

inch. 

"What u it?” he whispered, knowing that it was the 
ume of the “Great Silence" when no friar spoke except in 
case of grave necessity. 



How happy hr w«! Hr wai a religious at last I 
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There was no answer. Fearfully John peered into the 
darkness to see who was holding him back. As he did so, a 
hateful voice hissed in his ear. 

"So you thin\ you're going to he happy here. do you? 
W eU, wait and lee, Brother lohn. Wait and see." 

The next thing he knew, he felt a violent push. He 
reached out a hand to save himself, but it was too late. He 
was falling headlong down the stairs! 

Poor John! Bruised and shaken, he finally picked him¬ 
self up. There was no doubt about it. The voice he had 
heard, the rough hand on his shoulder, had been that of 
the Devil who was try ing to frighten him on his first night 
at the Magdalena so that he might give up his religious 
vocation. 

Trembling, the young man reached for the large wooden 
rosary which hung from his belt. "Icsus, Mary, Joseph'" 
he whispered. "Look after me!" 

These words had a sudden and wonderful effect. Deep 
in his heart John knew that the Devil had Bed, for he could 
not bear that anyone speak the Holy Names in his presence. 
Nor could he remain where holy water was being used. 
Comforted with such knowledge, John climbed the stairs 
again, this time w ithout mishap. As soon as he reached his 
cell, he dipped his fingers into the holy water font near 
the door and made the Sign of the Cross, slowly and rev¬ 
erently. Then, as the Rule of the monastery demanded, he 
removed his shoes and lay down upon his bed fully 
clothed. 
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*1 mustn't expect to find the religious life easy," he told 
himself. “I know the Devil is angry because I have prom¬ 
ised to be a saint. But what of it* The next time he tries to 
hurt me, I'll ask God’s help as I did just now There won’t 
be any need to be afraid of him then.” 
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John hao many an occasion (o practise patience in the next 
few wee It v, for the Devil plagued him almost constantly. 
Before long, the friar* grew accustomed to %crtng the new 
lay Brother with a bruited eye or a cut lip. No word* were 
needed to explain that the power* of Hell had attacked him 
the night before. 

"Usually the Devil work* in a sly fashion," they thought. 
"He doesn't show himself to people but use* trials and 
troubles to weaken their faith in God. But with Brother 
John thing* arc much different. The Devil know* he can't 
break his spirit, to he tnes to hurt hi* body." 

Because of lohn's nightly encounters with Satan, the 
Prior readily gave permission for extra holy water fonts to 
be placed throughout the convent, alto for blessed candles 
to be lighted on the stairs. Brother |ohn was to have all 
possible help in hi* battles with Hetl. Thu teat a little em¬ 
barrassing to the newcomer, who had never wanted to 
attract attention. 

"Don't worry too much," said Brother Paul one morn¬ 
ing, noticing fresh bruises on his young friend'* face. 
“Brother Martin de Porres alio has trouble with the Devil, 
and he’s a real saint." 
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"I've heard of Brother Martin. Doesn't he live at our 
other convent?" 

The older Brother nodded "That’s right. He's been at 
Santo Domingo since he was fifteen That should be . . . 
well, about twenty-eight years. And let me tell you this: 
Peru never had a greater son than Martin de Porres. You 
must get to know him.’' 

But the months passed and John had no opportunity of 
meeting Brother Martin. Hu days were very full, for the 
Prior had placed hun in one of the busiest spots in the 
monastery: the little house by the gate where Brother Paul 
of Charity attended to the need* of the poor. Every morn¬ 
ing he came here to prepare the food and clothing that 
would be given away after the friars’ noon meal. 

He loved thu work More than that, he loved Brother 
Paul, who he felt was a real taint, and hi* heart rejoiced 
that the Prior had made him the good man'* auutant. 
Yet, from the beginning, Brother Paul insisted that John 
should know the truth about him. Hu life had not always 
been that of a good Christian. In Spain, where he had 
been known at Ferdinand Patomcque. he had spent many 
year* in sin. Only God's Mercy had saved him from 
Hell 

"When I came to the New World, the Lord gave me 
the grace to be a religious," he said one day, tears glisten¬ 
ing in his eyes. "Dear Brother, how little l have deserved 
such kindness 

John found it hard to believe that hu good friend had 
been a tinner, yet other member* of the community assured 
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him it wj» so. Eleven yean ago. on his entrance into the 
Magdalena, it had been necessary for Brother Paul to 
undergo many trials before the superiors were convinced 
he had a real vocation. His testing period in the novitiate 
had been doubled, and he had been moved from one work 
to another before being given the important task of gate¬ 
keeper. Now, however, all agreed that Brother Paul’s con¬ 
version was genuine, jnd many tales were told concerning 
the power of his prayers There were even »ome who had 
felt a strange heat coming from his heart. It was an over¬ 
flow, they said, of the love for God and souls which burned 
within him. 

As a novice, |ohn set humrlf to imitate Brother Paul, to 
learn all he could from this saintly friend His work as a 
lay Brother in the Dominican Order rapidly became upper¬ 
most in his mind and he thought a great deal about the 
meaning id his new rote. 

“I have come here to be useful to the priests." he decided. 
"They have no time to prepare meals, to sweep and cook 
and mend These things are far the lay Brothers. Dear 
Lord, help me to do mv work well P 

God was pleased with such sincerity. One day the Prior 
called John to his cell and told him that in a week's time 
he was to make his profession, his solemn promise to 
remain with the Dominican Order until death 

"You have dune remarkably well as a novice," said the 
su|»eriof, “and this matter of your profession is by way of 
a reward Are vou surprised. Brother 
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Surprised } |ohn could hardly speak I Well he knew that 
a lay Brother at the Magdalena never made his profession 
after only one year’s trial in the novitiate Generally three 
years had to past before such an important step could be 
taken 

“I don't deserve this honor," he faltered. “Brother Paul 
had to make his novitiate twice . . . and he’s a real 
saint . . .** 

The Prior was not interested in lueh abjections. “You 
will make your profession a year and two days from the 
time you entered," he said. "That will be next week, on 
lanuary 2%, 1623. How old will you be then ?" 

"Almost thirty-eight. Father." 

There was real confusion in the young man's voice, and 
the Prior smiled in spite of himself. “Let's say I'm allowing 
you to make an early profession because you’re not an ig¬ 
norant boy," hr suggested. "Does that make you feel 
better P 

The excuse did not deceive fohn, but hr made no more 
objections. After all, the word of the Prior was law. It was 
not the place of a by Brother to argue what was nr was 
not best 

"Yes, Father , n he said. "Thank you very much " 

He would have withdrawn then, but the superior held 
up his hand. "Wait a minute. Brother |ohn I want to ask 
you some questions. First of all, who has taught you most 
about the religious life smec you came here 3 ” 

|ohn smiled with relief There was no danger now that 
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the Prior would compliment him further on hu virtue. 
“Brother Paul of Charity." he answered quickly. “He has 
taught me nearly everything I know." 

"For instance?" 

“Well, how to be unselfish." 

" Unseifith ? But surely you had learned this before you 
came to the Magdalena?” 

“Not exactly. Father Prior." 

"What do you mean by that 3 Come now, don't be shy 
with me." 

Mm's lingers found the rosary at hu side and clutched 
the beads fervently. The old confusion was upon him once 
more, for the conversation was turning away from Brother 
Paul to the spiritual secrets of John's own life. Yet the 
Prior had spoken and he must be obeyed. 

“I mean . . . oh. Father Prior, it's hard to put it into 
words, but when I lirst came here Brother Paul told me 
that the world it one big family.” 

“Yes. Go on. Brother." 

“If a man u good, if he says just a simple prayer, he helps 
all other men to have more strength against the Devil. 
And if a man is bad, if he laughs at God's Commandments 
ami spends hit time foolishly, he hurts all other men Per¬ 
haps I did know this before I came here, in a dim. and 
hidden way, but it was Brother Paul who made everything 
dear." 

For a moment the older religious was silent. Although a 
lay Brother’s vocation was not to write books or to preach 
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sermons, the words John had just spoken were worthy of a 
great scholar or preacher. In them was the secret of true 
peace. But fust now the Prior was not ready to show further 
admiration of hu young friend. 

"Very interesting," he said casually. "Then you really 
believe that if a person says one Hail Mary devoutly, he's 
helping the rest of us to go to Heaven ?" 

“Yes, Father Prior. I believe it with all my heart." 

“And if he tells a lie, or steals, he u hurting not only hiro- 
sdf but the whole world ?" 

"That's right. Father. To me, the people on earth are like 
the links in a great chain, with God as the lock that holds 
them together The lock will never give way but the link* 
can grow rusty and break. Or they can he kept well oiled 
and strong by prayer. Brother Paul taught me this the first 
day I was hu helper." 

The Prior cast a shrewd glance at the young man before 
him. "You seem to rely a great deal on Brother Paul. What 
would you do if be were taken away ?" 

In spite of himself John's eyes grew wide with alarm. "I 
should miss him as I have never mused any other friend. 
Father Prior." 

"And you would let it affect your work 3 " 

"Oh. no’ With God’s help. I would still try to do my 
duty But it would be very hard sometimes. I know it " 

"Good," uid the Prior. "I'm glad you tealize that friends 
are given to us for one reason only: to help us save our 
souls, to lead us to God. not to rest content with them 
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Well, you may go back to your duba now. Brother. I'm 
glad we’ve had this little talk.” 

"Yet, Father Prior," said |ohn. "And thank you again 
for letting me be professed so soon." 

The next few dap were busy ones. |ohn thought and 
prayed about the great grace of religious profession that 
soon would be his. In a little while he would make a sol¬ 
emn promise to be obedient to hn superiors in all things. 
Because of this promise, everything he did for the rest of 
hu life would have more merit in God's sight, would 
strengthen the invisible chain formed by the souls of men. 

"Dear Lord, help me to be always faithful to my (►tom 
we!'* he prayed. “Don't let my own little Jink become 
rusty and hroken Let me be strong with Your strength. 
Let me help others to be strong, too.” 

There was need for John to offer such prayers, for within 
a year following his profession a bad tore formed on one 
knee and he was sent away to the mountains to recover 
from the infection When he returned two months later, 
he found that Brother Paul was no longer at the Magda¬ 
lena. The good soul had been transferred to Santo Do¬ 
mingo—the larger and older Dominican convent in Lima. 

“Dear God!” thought John fearfully, remembering hts 
former conversation with the Poor “Who will have charge 
of the poor now?" 

This question was soon answered. Within a few minutes 
of his arrival. John was informed that he himself had been 
appointed gatekeeper. From now on he would have full 
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charge of the more than two hundred needy folk who 
came each day to the monastery. 

Poor John! He was almost beside himself with anxiety. 
Hu best friend had been taken away! More than that. He, 
a religious of only two yean* standing, was expected to fill 
hts place! Slowly he made his way to the gatekeeper’s 
lodge, dosed the door behind him, then knelt before the 
large crucifix hts old friend had loved so much 

"What am I going to do*" be cried, stretching forth hu 
arms to Heaven. "Saint John the Evangelist, will you tell 
me 5 " 

Tune passed The canaries that had been Brother Paul’s 
special pets chirped and sang cheerfully from their cages 
by the window. The friars entered the church to chant the 
Office, then returned to then various works. Still John 
prayed, earnestly and devoutly, as a child who relies com¬ 
pletely on his father’s goodness 

"Dear God, You have given me this new work to do," he 
whispered "Will You leave me alone without the means 
to do it ?** 

Suddenly a thought flashed through the lay Brother's 
mind Why not ask certain wealthy people to aid him with 
donations of food, clothes and money > Brother Paul had 
done thu from time to time, and always with success 
Surely Doctor Balthazar Carrasco would help. Then there 
were Peter Ramirez and his sister Beatrice. And Anthony 
de Alarcon and Peter de Garate. 

“Ill write little notes to each," thought John eagerly. 
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*111 explain how worried I am at having to look after so 
many poor people " 

With a sigh of relief he arose from hu knees. The writ¬ 
ing of five letters would not be easy, for a lack of education 
mil prevented much skill with pen or pencil However, 
fohn was not worried now Once again God had been 
merciful. He had allowed the holy Apostle to answer hu 
prayers for help. 

He was only half way through his second letter when 
the betl at the gate began to ring, a sign that some poor 
person was waiting to speak with him Quickly he arose 
and went to the mull window m the door. A shabbily 
dressed woman was standing there and weeping bitterly. 
At once the need for letterwriting vanished from fohn’s 
mind 

"What's the trouble J “ he asked quickly. "Are you sick 3 " 

The woman shook her head, then sank to the ground in 
a pathetic heap "No. Brother I tust want a ccat. Any kind 
of coat will do old or dirty .. it doesn't matter ..” 

Gently he helped hu visitor to her feet "There, there." 
he said comfortingly. "I haven’t a lady’s coat today but III 
get one for you. never fear 111 write to someone I 
know . . ." 

At this the woman began to cry as though her heart 
would break "No, Brother John, I've got to have a coat 
right away* Ms two daughters haven’t anything to wear 
.. . they can't even go to Mass . . . Oh. I’m so ashamed 
and unhappy'" 
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Bit by bit the unfortunate itory wn poured into lahn’s 
cart. The woman was a widow, and penniless. As a last 
resource she had borrowed some clothes from a neighbor 
to make this trip to the Magdalena. Her daughters were 
quite sure she would come home with at least one coat for 
them. 

John’s heart ached at this tale of poverty and wretched¬ 
ness. “I’ll get a coat for you, but it will take time,” he said 
slowly “Perhaps if you come here tomorrow . . 

The woman was desperate. “I won't leave this place until 
you've helped me r * she sobbed. “Dear Brother, give me a 
coat for my girls! In God's Name, don't turn me away!" 

John sighed “All right,” he said “Watt here I’ll see 
what I can do." 

In iust a few minutes he had gained the seclusion of his 
little cell. Quickly he went to a large chest by the window. 
Sometimes be put aside gifts for the poor in this place, 
bringing them later to the house by the gate. 

“Dear Saint John, please let me find the right kind of 
coat 1 " he whispered. “I’m pretty sure there arc only men’s 
clothes here, but perhaps, while I was away . . 

Suddenly hts heart gave a great leap. A woman's coat, 
neatly folded, lay on top of the various pieces of wearing 
apparel' And it was new! 

Grateful tears filled his eyes as he knelt down beside the 
chest. How foolish for him to have worried at being made 
the keeper of the gate' 
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Vuv soon the community realized that |ohn was a worthy 
successor to Brother Paul of Chanty. The inculem of the 
woman who had wanted a coat had been witnessed by 
Father Gonzalez de Guzman. This priest could rvot get 
over his amazement at the wonderful way in which God 
had answered the by Brother's prayers. 

"We have a real treasure in John Masias,'' he told the 
Prior. "Somehow I think the New World has found an¬ 
other saint in him.' 

The Prior nodded, then repeated the conversation he 
had had with )ohn some time ago, the conversation which 
so aptly described the meaning of the Mvstical Bodv of 
Chnst 

“The good soul thinks we arc all links in a chain," he 
said slowly "He believes that Christ is the lock which 
holds this chain together. If one of ut is weak. 11 makes 
the chain weak, too, in spite of the powerful lock. Then we 
have wars and persecutions What do you think of such an 
idea. Father J " 

The priest was silent a moment "It's very well put.” he 
said finally. “But how dul an unlettered lay Brother obtain 
such knowledge?" 
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The Prior united. “From Brother Paul, he says. Yet I 
believe |ohn has had equally fine thoughts and only humil¬ 
ity makes him keep them to himself. After all, real wisdom 
is the fruit of prayer and John is always praying. Haven’t 
you noticed ?’* 

Father Gonzalez agreed that the gatekeeper took very 
little rest from prayer. Generally he rang the bell at mid¬ 
night to call the friars to chapel. The same was true at 
dawn, when it was again time to chant God’s praises. In 
between, John was either with his poor, giving out food 
and clothes and sound advice, or in the chapel on his knees. 

“I'm going to watch this lay Brother/' said Father Gon¬ 
zalez emphatically. “I think I can learn a great deal from 
him.’’ 

John never guessed that he was soon the object of real 
admiration on the part of Father Gonzalez de Guzman. 
For one thing, he was too busy. For another, his was the 
humility of the wise man who realizes he is alive and 
blessed with an immortal soul only through the mercy of 
God. As a result, he never made the mistake of feeling 
proud or self-sufficient because of the many unusual graces 
given him. Even as a child he had realized that to be 
granted visions of Heaven, of saints and angels, does not 
mean a person is a saint. Such things arc free gifts of God. 
bestowed upon some and withheld from others. They arc 
never necessary for salvation. 

"Love is all that matters,” |ohn often thought. “Love of 
God, then love of neighbor. Oh. I mutt ncv*r forget these 
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two great commandments' They are the tools that will 
help any man to go to Heaven." 

Although he had little free time, the gatekeeper learned 
quite a bit about the history of Peru—the country of his 
adoption. As a boy he had known that most people left 
Europe for the New World in order to seek their fortunes 
in the Andes. In this great chain of mountains, running 
the length of South America, were rich deposits of gold 
and silver. Hundreds had become wealthy overnight bv 
claiming these hidden treasures for themselves 

However. John was more interested in two Spaniards 
who had never bothered looking for gold. These men had 
gained the only fortune that counts. Thev had saved their 
souls They had done untold good for the ignorant natives. 
One of these was the second Archbishop of Lima. Turn- 
bius Alphonsus dr Mogrovejo. who had died in 1606. The 
other was a Franciscan missionary. Father Francis Solano, 
who had gone to hi* reward in »6to. Then there was a 
native Peruvian girl, equating both men in sanctity. She 
was Rose de Flores, a Dominican Tertiary. She had died 
in 1617. 

"I wish I could have known these wonderful people.” 
John told the Prior one day. “What a pity that I only 
arrived in Lima after the three of them were dead'" 

The superior agreed, then gave the younger religious a 
searching glance. "Brother |ohn, I want to ask you some¬ 
thing." 

"Ye*. Father Prior?" 
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' Are you feeling well these day*? Is your knee all right 
again r 

John was startled at the anxiety in the priest's voice. 
"Why, of course!" he said cheerfully. "You sent me to the 
mountains for two months. Father Prior, and I didn’t 
come hack until the sore was healed. Pm really feeling 
very well. And I love the work you've given me to do." 

The Prior was relieved. “All right. Brother, I believe 
you. But it won't hurt to have a little vacation once in a 
while. How about the tenth day of each month ?** 

John was overcome at the kindly suggestion for he had 
not become a Dominican in order to enioy a life of ease 
but that he might have many works of prayer and penance 
to offer God for the salvation of souls. However, there was 
no need to worry because the Prior w ished him to have one 
day a month for his own needs. Obedience was the chief 
virtue in the religious life, of even greater importance than 
prayer and sacrifice. 

"Thank you. Father," he said gratefully. *Tt will be very 
nice to have a day for myself now and then " 

The first of John's little holidays fell upon a very impor¬ 
tant date—February to, 1624. On this day the Monastery of 
Santa Catalina, first convent for Dominican nuns in Lima, 
was scheduled to be dedicated. The night before the im¬ 
portant event, the gatekeeper made arrangements with two 
other Brothers to care for the poor who might come to the 
Magdalena while he was away. Then, very early in the 
morning, he set out for the site of the new monastery. 
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As he walked. Brother John's mind was busy with many 
thoughts Chief among these was the question of sanctity 
in America. Through the centuries, John reflected, Europe 
had known many holy souls. Remote places in Africa and 
Asia had also witnessed the labors of saints. Rut what about 
the New World 9 Without doubt Archbishop Turrihius, 
Francis Solano and Rose de Flores had done their part to 
serve God faithfully. Their lives had been given in atone¬ 
ment for the sins of those who had flocked westward in a 
wild search for wealth and power But three saints, even 
three great saints, were not enough for the Western Hem¬ 
isphere. Hundreds more were needed—men. women and 
children who knew how to love, who were not afraid to 
be victims for the wickedness of others. 

"Lord, let me be one of these victims!" John begged. 
’Tell me what I should do to help my countrymen, then 
give me the strength to do it!" 

So absorbed was the lay Brother in such thoughts that he 
failed to notice he had arrived at Santa Catalina, that the 
street was lines! with carnages and that a great stream of 
|ieople was moving into the public church attached to the 
monastery. A hand placed gently upon his shoulder was 
the final means of recalling him to himself. 

"Brother John' Wake up!" 

The gatekeeper turned around. A Negro of some forty- 
five years, dressed like himself in the black and white habit 
of the Dominican Order, was standing beside him and 
smiling in a friendly fashion. Instantly John knew this was 
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Brochcr Martin de Porrci, the holy religious of Santo 
Domingo who was 10 loved by the poor and tick. 

“Why, Brother Martin! I ... I didn’t expect to meet 
you here!" 

The Negro lay Brother smiled. "Father Prior told me to 
come, he said. “You see, this is really a wonderful day for 
the Order, Brother |ohn. The convent for Dominican nuns 
which Rose de Flores prophesied has become a reality at 
last.” 

|ohn nodded, marveling all the while at his good fortune 
in meeting Brother Martin. “It’s early,” he said finally. 
“Maybe we have time for a little visit. Dear Brother. I have 
so many things to ask you!” 

Martin pointed to a side gate leading into the monastery 
garden. "All right,” he said. “I guess no one will bother us 
if we go over there.” 

For half an hour the two sat together in the garden, 
heedless of the noise and clatter in the street as fresh crowds 
arrived at Santa Catalina. With childlike eagerness Martin 
listed the names of friends for whom he wished prayers 
Would |ohn ask God that such and such a man be cured 
of his painful illness? That a certain woman be reunited 
with her husband 5 That the required dowry be found for 
a poor girl who wanted to enter a convent * 

"Of course I'll pray,” said John, a bit overcome that such 
a holy man as Martin should ask his prayers. “But you 
must pray for my friends, too. Dear Brother Martin' What 
crowds of poor are coming to the Magdalena these days!” 



Martin smiled. “Yes, little Rose often came to visit me. 
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A toft light stole into the Negro's eyes. “And we mustn't 
forget that cadi one represents Christ.” he said gently. 

“Christ in America, dependent on our help! Giving us a 
chance to love Him in human beings like ourselves) Isn’t 
it a wonderful thought ?’’ 

John nodded. "I wouldn’t exchange my place as gate¬ 
keeper for all the wealth in the world!" he said fervently. 
“But tell me about this new convent. Brother. And about 
Rose de Flores. You knew her, didn’t you?" 

Martin smiled. “Yes, little Rose, la Rotita, often came 10 
visit me. Ah, what a good child she was! Perhaps some day 
Americans will realize all she did for them by her prayers 
and sacrifices.” 

“Then you believe she’ll be canonized?” 

“Believe it? Brother John. I l(now it! In our own seven¬ 
teenth century. Rose de Flores will be called ’Saint Rose of 

Lima’!" 

Time passed and Martin continued his lavish praise of la 
Rotita. She had never been a nun but had reached perfec¬ 
tion as a Dominican Tertiary. She had spent her lifetime 
of thirty-one years in prayer and penance for others. 
Among her great desires had been the erection of a Do¬ 
minican convent for women in Lima—this very structure 
before them—where generous hearts could learn to love 
God as He wished to be loved. 

“Several years before she died, the blessed child told her 
mother this monastery would be built," said Martin, "and 
that it would be dedicated to Saint Catherine of Siena. She 
also insisted that Dona Lucia de b Daga would provide the 
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necessary funds and serve as the first Prioress. At the time 
Rose's mother had been furious. Doha Lucia was a happily 
married woman with five children. It did not teem fair to 
Don Antonio, her husband, to spread the rumor that his 
wife would end her days as a nun." 

John smiled. "But Rose's words came true. Brother. I 
myself have heard how Doha Lucia's children died, one 
by one, and then her husband.” 

“That's right. And other prophecies also have come true. 
For instance, Rose’s confessor. Father Luis de Bilbao, will 
say the first Mass in the new chapel this morning. And her 
mother, Maria Oliva de Flores, is now a Dominican Ter¬ 
tiary who tells everyone she is going to be a religious at 
Santa Catalina before very long." 

John pondered these words silently. Saint Rote of Lima! 
How he wished he might have known this young sister in 
Saint Dominic* How ardently he would have asked her 
prayers, for himself and the poor folk who came to the 
Magdalena* Yet there was really no need to be sad because 
he could never see Rose with earthly eyes. The girl was 
now m Heaven. Like everyone else in that wonderful 
place, she could do much more for her friends than had 
ever been possible on earth. And why ? Because at last she 
was one of those souls who had reached perfection — who 
had become worthy images of God Himself 
“Pray for me, little Rose," said John silently. “And for 
America, that many new saints will rise up here to love 
and praise God as you did." 





Tm» two by Brother* spent a happy day together Front 
the newly-dedicated monastery they went to Santo Do¬ 
mingo to pray before the last resting place of Rote de 
Flores. At the Franciscan church they venerated the re¬ 
mains of Father Francis Solano. After this they journeyed 
to the Cathedral where they knelt tn meditation before the 
tomb of Archbishop Turnbiut. Then, realizing that )ohn 
was supposed to be having a holiday, Martin suggested that 
they take a walk in the halls above the city. The air was 
good here and perhaps John would care to see the fig and 
olive trees he had planted for the poor J 

For the rest of the day the two friends walked and talked 
in the quiet peace of the countryside- Below them stretched 
the great city of Lima, founded in 1535 by Don Francisco 
Pizarro—the city of gold and greed, of saints and suffering. 

“Maybe tame day this will be a place of pilgrimage,'' 
mused Martin, casting a fond glance on the city of his 
birth “The good Archbishop Turribius lies buried here. 
Father Francis Solano, la Rostra . . 

"Doubtless another taint will be buried here . too" 
thought |ohn. "That util be you, good friend But he did 


It wit umt Ui uy goodbye "Mixtui, you muit come and hrr me 
toon/* uni fohn. 
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not dare put such a thought into words How embarrassed 
Martin would have been! 

“Ye*," he said softly. "Lima is a great city. I have found 
real happiness here." 

The hours passed very quickly, and as the tun began to 
sink in the west, the two friends realized it was time to say 
good-bye. Because of the mountains that reared above the 
city, twilight was very brief. It would be dark in iust a 
little while. 

“You must come and sec me soon," said |ohn earnestly. 
"Will you promise to do that. Brother ?" 

Martin nodded. “I’ll be glad to come on your next free 
day. That will be in four weeks’ time > " 

“That’s right. On the tenth day of March. God be with 
you until then.“ 

“And with you," replied Martin gratefully. “Don’t for¬ 
get to pray for my friends and me.” 

John smiled “I won’t forget. After all. it’s little enough 
to do in return for all the happiness you’ve given me 

today." 

After a few more words of farewell, the two friends 
parted company—Martin in a southerly direction, toward 
his home at Santo Domingo. |ohn to the east and the 
monastery of the Magdalena. There was no real need, for 
the latter to hurry, since his holiday would extend 
throughout the evening, but his step was rapid as he made 
his way across the city. He wanted to be home in time for 
the Rosary said in common by the priests and Brothers. 
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This beautiful prayer was still his favorite, and he never 
missed the public recitation if at all possible. However, he 
had gone but a short distance when his cars caught a piti¬ 
ful sound. Someone, a child, was crying. 

At once |ohn stopped, while his eyes searched the dark¬ 
ness that was now filling the city streets. Who was in need ? 
Some little Indian boy or girl 9 A Negro 9 Perhaps even 
the child of Spanish parents ? 

“Where are you, little one ?" he called gently. “Don't be 
afraid I’ve come to help you.” 

For a moment all was quiet. Then came a muffled sob 
and |ohn realized that the object of his search was only a 
few feci away. Quickly he hurried forward and found a 
Negro boy of about nine years, thin beyond description 
and clothed in dirty rags, looking up at him fearfully 
from out the shadows of a deserted doorway. 

At the lay Brother stretched out a friendly hand, the boy 
drew back. “Don’t beat me!” he waited. “I haven’t done 
anything wrong. Honestf” 

John smiled. “Of course not, little brother. But why 
aren’t you home 9 It’s getting too dark for children to be 
on the street." 

The boy was sobbing again. “I haven’t any home,” he 
choked. “And I tried to beg today, at the new monastery, 
but the people never paid any attention* Oh, I’m so hun¬ 
gry! And tired!" 

John was silent. Well he knew how extreme wealth and 
extreme poverty had existed side by side in Ijma for 
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almost j hundred year*. Spanuh nobles rode through the 
streets in golden carriages while Indians ami Negroes, 0 
children like this one, died of neglect. Of course many of 
the ruling class were generous with alms. They gave 
money to the religious Orders 10 that the poor could lx 
fed, widows and orphans housed in a fitting manner. But 
generally they stopped at this. They did nothing about 
changing the plight of the unfortunate, of providing op- , 
portumtics for them to be independent of charity. Some¬ 
how they could not see that these poor people were their 
brothers ui Christ, no matter what their color, their edu¬ 
cation. thru intelligence. It was a real pity, for it meant 
that the wealthy Spaniards remained ignorant of one of 
the surest ways of pleasing (kid and becoming saints. 

“What's your nameasked John gently. 

"Peter'* 

"You're baptized’ You've heard about God?” 

"No . * 

The lay Brother took the boy's cold hand in his. “Well, 
come along and 1*11 tell you. And don’t be afraid, Peter. 
You're going to have a good meal and some warm clothes 
in just a little while.** 

As the two made their way down the deserted street, 
very slowly, since the boy was weak from hunger, |ohn 
suddenly remembered that there was no clothing at the 
Magdalena suitable for a youngster of Peter’s size. 

“I’ll go in a store.” he told himself. "Surely some mer¬ 
chant will be glad to help ” 
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Unfortunately most of the shops where |ohn was known 
were dosed. The dedication of the new monastery had 
caused a general holiday throughout the city, and the lay 
Brother found himself knocking in vain at one bolted 
door after another Thus it was with a truly grateful heart 
that he finally came upon a Large store that was still open. 
It belonged to a prosperous merchant, Don Francisco de 
Bustamante. 

“Come along, Peter," said |ohn kindly. “We’ll get you 
some decent clothes in here." 

The boy held back. “Don't make me go in chat store,” 
he begged. "Please!" 

There was genuine dread in the lad's voice, and |ohn 
was troubled. What was he going to do? He did not want 
to leave his young friend alone in the chilly street. And 
there would be no chance to get him suitable clothes if he 
did not go into the shop. 

"Do you want to hide under my cloak?” he suggested. 
“That way no one will sec you and you'd be quite warm.” 

The boy hesitated. Then a little smile brightened his 
thin face. “All right,” he said, and crept gratefully beneath 
the folds of |ohn*s heavy black mantle. 

Alas! Don Francisco dc Bustamante was a hard-headed 
businessman He had never heard of John Manas, gate¬ 
keeper of the Magdalena, and when the tatter made his 
request for a suit of boy's clothes, likewise a donation for 
the poor, he let out a great roar. 

”Are you crazy, Brother? I can't make any profit out of 
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charity And I’ve no time to talk to you |ust now. Can’t 
you see I'm busy with my account!?” 

John's heart sank. "Surely you could spare a little tome- 
thing?" he ventured. "Some woolen material, perhaps? It 
wouldn’t take much to clothe thi* boy.“ 

The merchant peered acroti the counter. "Boy * What 
boy J ” 

|ohn tmiled and pulled aside hu cloak. "This boy. Hu 
name it Peter.'* 

As he looked at the frightened youngster before him, 
the man's face grew slowly white with rage ”A Negro!" 
he muttered unbelievingly ” A Negro beggar in my store!" 

"A little child with an immortal soul.” corrected |ohn 
gently. “A little child who asks your help in God’s Name. 
Surely you can’t refuse him ?** 

With measured tread Don Francisco advanced from be¬ 
hind the counter. His eyes were blazing as he strode to¬ 
ward the door and threw it open. "Get out r he hissed. “As 
for you. Brother, have more sense than to come here for 
alms again P 

Without a word |ohn bowed humbly and guided his 
small companion back to the street "Don’t worry,” he 
said, putting hu arm about the child. "You’ll be all right 
once we get to the monastery. Ami be sure of one thing, 
little friend. This merchant will never forget what hap* 
pencil tonight." 

John’s words proved true, for in the Jays that followed 
Don Francisco found himself in a strange predicament. 
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Although the quality of hu merchandise remained the 
same, the price and variety, no one came to buy Hn regu¬ 
lar customers took thru trade to other stores without a 
word of explanation 

"I don’t understand it,” the anxious merchant told a 
friend one morning. ’’Why, if thu sort of thing keep* up, 
111 be bankrupt in a year!” 

The friend agreed and after some thought asked Don 
Francisco if he could remember who had entered his store 
last. 

“Of course I remember,” grumbled the merchant. "It 
was a Dominican by Brother ” 

“You know his name , *' 

“Brother John Masias, the gatekeeper of the Magda 
lena ” 

"You were generous when he asked for alms'" 

The merchant hesitated, then shook hu head. “No. I 
told Brother John to leave my store and never to bother 
me again. You see, I was working on my accounts tust 
then and charity was far from my thoughts. Betides. 
Brother John had a dirty little Negro with him who 
looked as though he would steal as soon as my back was 
turned Why shouldn’t I have told the two of them to get 
out?" 

The friend was horrified at such a confession and speed¬ 
ily announced that Don Francuco’t bad luck was due 10 
the harsh treatment he had given a servant of God. "You’d 
better go to the Magdalena at once and ask his pardon," 
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be said gravely. "Maybe the good Brother will take pity 
on you and ask God to send back your customers." 

Don Francisco was not anxious to apologize, but the (car 
that soon he might have to sell his business drove him to 
conquer his natural feelings With as much good grace as 
he could muster, be sought out |ohn that same day and 
laid before him several lengths of good woolen cloth. 

“For your poor," he said awkwardly, not daring to raise 
his eyes. "And forgive me for being rude the other night. 
Brother. It ... it was very thoughtless of me." 

A little smile curved the lay Brother's lips as he regarded 
the crestfallen merchant. “Thank you," he said gently. 
"This cloth u just what I needed. It will make several 
suits of clothes for my friends.” 

At these words fresh hope stirred in the visitor's heart. 
"Then you really do forgive me? You’ll say some prayers 
for my . . . my success?" 

|ohn nodded. "Ill remember you, my friend. But not 
only that you may know success in business. I am going to 
ask God to give you the greatest grace of all.” 

Don Francisco looked up eagerly. “Yes ?" he cncd. "And 
what is that. Brother ?** 

"That you may save your soul. For if you lived to be a 
thousand years old, you could have no more important 
task than this." 

The merchant was a little disappointed. He had hoped 
to hear that "the greatest grace of all" was something else. 
Health, perhaps. Or a high place in politics. But he dared 
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make no complaint and thanked John as well as he could 
for hit prayers and friendship. 

"I’ll come again," be promised. "And if you need any¬ 
thing, don’t fad to count on me. Brother. After all, haven't 
I the best stare in Lima?" 

Brother |ohn agreed, but bu heart was sad as he watched 
hts v nit or depart. Already God had blessed Don Francisco 
in a material way. When he returned to hu store, the con¬ 
trite merchant would find his clerks overwhelmed with 
work. Once more the customers were on hand, in such 
huge numbers that they overflowed into the street. 

"But he still doesn't understand the things a child should 
know," |ohn told himself. "He hasn’t really learned to 
love the poor—the Indians and Negroes—as he docs him¬ 
self. How 1 muit pray for this unfortunate man!" 

Late that night, as the gatekeeper knelt in solitary vigil 
before the Blessed Sacrament, he determined to recite an 
entire Rosary for Don Francisco dc Bustamante. He set 
himself to the task wuh an eager heart, but he had nor pro¬ 
gressed very far in his prayer when a iloleful sound caught 
hu car. It was soft ami mufBcd, like the voices of distant 
mourners, and it seemed to come from the direction of the 
mam altar. 

|ohn raised hu eyes. The chapel was almost in dark¬ 
ness, save for the ruby glow of rbc sanctuary tamp and a 
few imall candles that burned before the various shrines. 

“Yes?" he whispered softly. "What is it 5 Who b there ?" 

Again came the mournful chorus, and presently |ohn 
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uw a number of shadowy figure* advancing out of the 
darkness. Their eyes were filled with tears, their arm* out¬ 
stretched in desperate pleading. "Give us prayers!" they 
cried with one voice. "Oh, Brother |ohn. you are the friend 
of the poor and sick! Be our friend, too' Help make us 
worthy to be with God and His blessed ones!" 

The lay Brother stared in awe. Hundreds of men, 
women and children were grouped about the main altar. 
And every face was marked with loneliness and pain. 


Q/Ve& ^frien^s for Jof* 


It wo not take long to realize that the strangers were suf¬ 
fering souls from Purgatory. Through God's Mercv, John's 
human eyes were able to witness their pains, their great 
longing to enter Heaven without further delay. 

"Dear friends. I'll try to help you." he said quickly. "I'll 
give you all the merits of my tittle prayers and sufferings." 

At these words a muffled cry arose from the shadowy 
throng "God bless you, Brother John!" came the grateful 
chorus. "And everyone else who remembers us’" 

As time passed, the Brother recited the Rosary with even 
greater devotion. The Holy Souls continued to appear to 
him, and presently he noted that a wonderful change had 
come over one of the sufferers. Pain and loneliness had 
vanished from his face, and he was now bathed in a glo¬ 
rious light 

"His debt is paid!" thought John liappdy. "He’s really 
worthy to enteT Heaven now'" 

The idea was so overwhelming that John could not 
bring himself to end his prayers for the Poor Souls. One 
of these had just been made perfect, but how many mil¬ 
lions remained who were still waiting for assistance, for 
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the prayers and sacrifices thai would enable them to pur¬ 
chase Heaven, too? 

"Dear Lord, let many others understand about this,'* he 
pleaded. “Men and women and little children. Let them 
learn to think upon and love the Souls in Purgatory. After 
all, what can these poor creatures do for themselves ? Time 
is no longer theirs. They cannot work or pray at they did 
while on earth. All they can do is suffer for the sins they 
were foolish enough to commit. And their suffering 
is to dreadful! There is nothing like it in the whole 
world!” 

Very soon everyone at the Magdalena understood that 
Brother John was much in earnest about helping the Souls 
in Purgatory. Several times a day he sprinkled holy water 
on the ground, a practice which he insisted was of great 
help to the unseen sufferers. He also offered hundreds of 
short ejaculations as he went about his regular work, ap¬ 
plying the merit of these little prayers to the Holy Souls. 
Then there was the greatest prayer of all—the Holy Sacri¬ 
fice of the Mass. Not a day passed that John did not unite 
himself with the priest at the altar, begging the Heavenly 
Father to grant all sufferers eternal rest through the mer¬ 
its of Christ's death on Calvary. 

"We can learn another lesson from our good friend,” 
Father Gonzalez de Guzman told the community one day. 
“He is not only kind and thoughtful to people in this 
world—the members of the Church Militant. He also re¬ 
members the Church Suffering—the millions of our broth- 
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ers and sisters in Purgatory. Because of this the saints in 
Heaven, the members of the Church Triumphant, are only 
too eager to help him all they can. Believe me, I am begin¬ 
ning to learn the real meaning of chanty from Brother 
John.” 

Every listener was impressed by these words and deter¬ 
mined to imitate the gatekeeper as closely as possible in 
his love for God and souls. The result was a definite in¬ 
crease in virtue on the part of everyone living at the Mag¬ 
dalena, noticeable in only little things at first, then grad¬ 
ually reaching greater proportions. As the years passed, 
there was also another result. Fresh crowds came to (he 
monastery with their trials and troubles, telling one an¬ 
other it was the home of saints and of a lay Brother who 
worked wonders for both rich and poor. 

Among these newcomers was Alonso Martin de Orre- 
lana. He had lived in Lima all hts life, yet had never grown 
wealthy as was the case with so many other Spaniards. 
Now he hoped to change all this by going to Spain and 
setting up a business for himself First, however, he was 
determined to seek the blessing of the lay Brother whose 
name was on everyone's lips. 

“My boat is leaving Callao in two days,” he told John 
eagerly. “Will you pray (hat I have a safe voyage. Brother ? 
That I invest my little savings wisely?” 

Brother John gave a shrewd glance at the man before 
him. Alonso was in his early thirties, and it was quite evi¬ 
dent he was an honest soul who was not afraid of hard 
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work. And he was really netting great More on the pro¬ 
posed trip to Spain. Because of this, the Brother lost no 
time in giving what he knew to be good advice. 

“Don't go on this trip," he advised. “It will only mean 
bad luck." 

Alonso could scarcely believe his ears. Not take the 
trip, when he had worked for weeks to secure passage on 
the crowded boat? “I don’t understand," he said lamely, , 
the eagerness fading from his eyes. “Don Francisco de 
Bustamante u going. And many other important people. 
Surely it would be all right ., . .** 

A shadow crossed John's face. "You say Don Francisco 
is going ,M 

Alonso nodded. “Yes, Brother. And you know what a 
good head he has for business. I hope to get to know him 
on the trip and perhaps he'll introduce me to some of his 
wealthy friends in Spain You see, if I can fust make some 
good connections . . 

Again John shook his head. “Cancel your passage," he 
ordered. “And tell Don Francisco to do the same. Give 
him my message this very day." 

Ai these words Alonso’s happiness vanished entirely. 

He tried to explain his plan again but the words stuck in 
his throat. Seeing his disappointment, John reached out a 
comforting hand. “Don’t be unhappy,' he urged. “If you 
want to make a good living, invest your money here in 
l.ima. Buy a little shop and open a bakery. Then see how 
your luck will change." 

The Brother's words were occasion for fresh distress on 
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Alonso's part. A bakery? Why, he knew nothing about 
running such a place' Surely it would be better to go to 
Spain with Don Francisco and the other important people. 
Yet he made no comment. After all, he had come to the 
Magdalena for just one reason: to obtain the blessing of 
John Masias on his approaching trip. Well. Brother John 
would not give such a blessing. For some strange reason 
he thought Alonso should be a baker. 

“Pray for me, Brother!" cried the unhappy man sud¬ 
denly. “The Devil is trying so hard to make me go against 
your wishes!” 

John smiled. Well he knew the struggle that was taking 
place in his friend's heart. “Ill pray for you," he said 
quickly. “The one thing I ask is that you go at once to 
Don Francisco and warn him against the trip. Will you 
do this?" 

The man sighed. "All right." he said slowly, “if that's 
the way you want it. Brother.” 

Strangely enough, Alonso's feeling of depression van¬ 
ished entirely as he walked the short distance to Don 
Francisco’s shop. When he arrived with John’s message, 
he could even laugh about his recent disappointment and 
wonder why he had not thought of being a baker before. 
After all, his wife Gertrude was a good cook, and people 
had to cat. There was no reason why the two of them 
could not start a really fine bakeshop. It would be on a 
small scale at first, of course, with just bread and plain 
cakes, but later it could branch out with fancier wares to 
catch the better trade. 
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Til go and tell Gertrude about it right now!** he 
thought excitedly. "Shell be so pleated I*’ But he rests- 
lutely put aside the tempting notion as he recalled Johns 
parting words: "Co at once to Don Franatco and warn 
him againtt the trip." 

"May Heaven help me to speak up well!" he thought. 
Tm sure Don Francisco will have good luck. too. if only 
he listens to Brother |ohn*» advice." 

At the very moment when Alonso was entering the 
prosperous merchant's store, prepared to carry out his as¬ 
signment. another problem was being presented to |ohn 
at the Magdalena. This time his visitor was Captain 
Michael dc Espina who had come to talk about his two 
boys, Anthony and Luis. 

"I've prayed for years that the lads would have reli¬ 
gious vocations," the Captain told |ohn anxiously. “Now 
I think God has heard part of my prayer, for Anthony says 
he wants to come here to the Magdalena to study for the 
priesthood. But Luis ... oh, dear!" 

John smiled “I take it Luu is causing you concern ?" 

"Concern? Brother, that’s hardly the word. He won’t 
study. He roams the streets with worthless companions. 
He's untidy about his clothes. And there’s nothing anyone 
can do about it. He |ust laughs when we scold him and 
goes off about his own business—whatever that is. Why, 
just now I spied the young rascal climbing in your or¬ 
chard. And he had Eve other boys with him. If you want 
to save your orange trees . , ." 

There was a little smile on John’s lips as he listened to 
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the long account of Luu' faults. Deep in hu heart he felt 
that the boy was not wicked, only lacking in judgment 
and experience. But he could appreciate the Captain's con¬ 
cern. The poor man was really worried that some day this 
youngest son would do something to dugracc his family’s 
good name 

”1 wouldn’t worry too much about Luis,” he said finally. 
"Perhaps if I go down to the orchard and say a few 
words . . 

The Captain sighed "The lad needs more than words, 
Brother |ohn. Hu mother could tell you that much. And 
his sntcr Beatrice." 

"Well, prayers then. And by the way, how old is Luu?” 

The Captain sighed again, even more deeply this time. 
"Thirteen, Brother. And if you were in my shoes, you’d 
agree that is the worst possible age for a boy." 

John checked a great desire to laugh, gravely assuring 
the worried Captain he would speak to Luu. Then he 
bade his new friend a kindly farewell and asked Brother 
Dionysius to take charge of the gate for a little while He 
himself was going down to the orchard. 

It did not take long to reach it. for the orange trees 
belonging to the Magdalena were only a block away. As 
he pushed open the wooden gate, John could hear the 
excited laughter of Luu and hu companions as they 
climbed up and down one tree and then another. 

“What shall I say to the boys?*’ he thought anxiously. 
’’Dear Lord, please give me the right words!" 

The right words were not long in coming, or the chance 
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to say them, for as they caught sight of the by Brother 
in his black and white habit, Luis and his friends halted * 
abruptly in their pby. 

“We'd better get out of here," said one of them quickly. 
“That Brother may be angry.” 

Luis de Esptna laughed. “We haven't hurt anything," 
he said. “Besides, what can a by Brother do to us? He’s 
only a servant to the priests. Come on, let's see what he 9 
wants.” 

So the boys started down the orchard to meet John, a 
bit fearfully, save for young Luis. He was quite prepared 
to laugh oil all threats and scoldings as he did at home. 

And just to prove his courage, he seized an orange from 
a low-hanging branch and began to peel it with carefree 
impudence. 

“Hello, Brother,” he said cheerfully. “Isn’t it a nice 
day ?” 

John smiled. “Yes, it’s a beautiful day," he said, calmly 
seating himself on a nearby bench. 

The boys stared. Was this all? Wasn’t the by Brother 
going to scold them for pbying in the orchard? As the 
minutes passed, even Luis began to wonder. Surely thu 
Brother was going to do something else than just sit and 
smile. 

“Did you want something'" he asked finally. “Would 
you like us to help you pick some oranges 3 " 

|ohn shook his head. “No, thanks, boys. But I do have 
a little problem. I've been thinking about it for some time 


NEW 1RIENDS FOR JOHN 99 

and maybe you could help me. You see. I’m worried about 
a young friend of mine.” 

Luis pricked up his ears. “Young? How young. 
Brother?" 

”Oh ... I guess he’s about thirteen." 

“Why, that’s my age!" 

“ReallyT 

"Yes. I was born in 1624 and thu is 1637. My name is 
Luis de Espina, in case you're interested ’’ 

John seemed very much pleased with this information. 
“You were born in 16x4," he mused. “That's wonderful, 
Luu. And how old will you be in 17x4 
By now the boys had forgotten their previous fears and 
were gathered dose about John. This question made all 
of them laugh. “He won’t even be living.” said one of 
them. “He’ll be dead by that time." 

Luis looked at his half-eaten orange. “I will, too." he 
said defiantly. “I'll be a hundred years old." 

“All right. And how old will you be in 1824’" 

At this even Luis had to smile. He could not see himself 
living for two hundred years. 

“I II be dead by 1824," he admitted. “Dead and buried." 
“And your soul ?“ 

The boy laughed awkwardly. “Why, I guess it will be in 
Heaven, Brother." 

"You’re sure? You’re working hard to make it worthy ,H 
By now six pairs of young eyes were fixed on |ohn in 
puzzled concern. With a gentle smile he rose to his feet. 
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"Don’t be to serious, boy*. I only asked a simple question. 
You sec, 1 find it rather nice to think about the future 
sometimes, about the years 1724 and 1824 and so on. 1 ask 
myself if 1 am doing my duty now, as well as I can, so that 
those years will find me happy with God. It's a good habit, 
I think.” 

Seeing that Luis and his companions were a trifle em¬ 
barrassed, the lay Brother had a happy thought. Would 
the boys like to come to the kitchen for a little lunch? 
And a look about the monastery? At these words the 
youngsters relaxed. 

"We’d like that a lot, Brother,” said Luis. "And maybe 
. . . that is, if it’s all right , . 

"Yes?” prompted John. "What else can I do for you?” 

The boy grinned shyly. ‘Td like to see your room," he 
said. "You know, the place where you sleep." 

A few minutes later John was escorting his young 
friends through the silent corridors of the monastery. 
There was an amused smile on his face as he stopped out¬ 
side his little cell. “There’s not much to see in here," he 
announced. "Look for yourself, Luis." 

The boy pushed open the door. John’s cell was a very 
tiny room with just one window. A bed made of planks 
stood against one wall. It had no mattress or sheets, only 
a worn grey blanket for covering. A few feet away stood 
the large chest containing assorted clothing for the poor. 
The remaining furniture consisted of a chair and table. 
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The boy* were silent as they looked about. Suddenly 
Luis touched John's arm. "What’s that?" he asked curi¬ 
ously. "That picture over your bed with the light before 
it?" 

John’s eyes widened. "Why, that’s Our Lady with the 
Christ Child, Luts. Surely you knew that?" 

The boy reddened. "I’m sorry. 1 thought it was some 
saint." 

"It is a saint,” said the by Brother gently. ‘ The greatest 
of all God’s creatures. She’s ray best friend and yours. She 
gives me everything I ask.” 

The boy looked intently at the picture. It was a smalt 
one, painted on linen, and in places the colors were dim 
and faded. “She gives you everything you ask ?" he whis¬ 
pered incredulously. 

John nodded. "Everything. When I run out of food and 
clothing for the poor, I come here and ask her help. In a 
little while some good soul arrives at the gate with the 
very things I needed. Ah, Luis, the Mother of God is a 
wonderful friend?" 

For several minutes the boys stood looking at the pic¬ 
ture. There was something about the little image that at¬ 
tracted them. Our Lady's face was so kind and understand¬ 
ing. It almost seemed as though she was pleased that six 
boys had come to visit her. 

Suddenly John knelt down. To his young friends' great 
astonishment, he began to pray aloud, and in words that 
concerned each of them directly. 
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"Dearest Mother, I’ve brought you some new children,’’ 
he whispered, "children who want to know and love your 
Son. Will you teach thcm } And will you give them the 
grace to be very holy some day J ” 
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In thi weeks that FOLLOWED, several families in Luna 
noted a remarkable change taking place in their young 
sons. The boys were now much interested in school work, 
particularly in Latin. They arose early in the morning and 
assisted at Mass. They were respectful to parents and 
teachers, no longer roaming the streets in idle groups or 
getting into mischief. Indeed, it seemed as though a real 
miracle had taken place, and the families ga*e due thanks 
foe the wonderful favor. However, when the boys pres¬ 
ently announced that they wanted to study for the priest¬ 
hood, their parents grew a little worried. Thu was almost 
too much. What could have happened 5 

Captain Michael de Esptna asked himself this same 
question many times, and with good reason. Luu, who had 
caused friends and family so much concern, was among 
the boys so strangely converted. More than that. The lad 
insisted he would pin hu brother Anthony at the Mag¬ 
dalena The life there was difficult, but it was the life he 
wanted. 

*'!ohn Masias must have had a hand in this." the Cap¬ 
tain told himself. “I'm going to ask him if it isn't so." 
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It was around noon when Captain Michael arrived at 
the monastery, and as usual the place was crowded with 
beggars. Brother Dionysius dc Vilas, John's assistant, was 
feeding a number of them at the gate, but of John himself 
there was no evidence. The Captain was not worried, 
however. He knew from experience that his good friend 
would be inside the monastery, dispensing charity to poor 
priests and others who did not wuh to be seen begging 
in public 

As was hu custom at such times, the Captain went 
through a side door which the by Brother had given him 
permusion to use, and then sat down to wait in a 
small hallway. Very soon he grew impatient, however, 
and started off in the direction where he knew John 
to be. 

“It won't take long to ask him about Luis," he thought. 
"Dear God, I can hardly believe that my little boy wants 
to be a Dominican! And here at the Magdalena, of all 
places!" 

As the Captain was about to enter the private room 
where John was ministering to his special guests, he 
stopped abruptly. A few yards away a little group of 
needy was seated at a long wooden table. Everything was 
neat and clean, and happiness was on each face. Yet it was 
not this which made Captain Michael sure. It was the 
sight of the good Brother kneeling before an old priest 
and filling his plate with nourishing food, then moving 
to the next guest and repeating the action. 
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“He Joan t have to kneel like this," thought the Cap¬ 
tain. “He really doesn't** Then suddenly he remembered 
a previous conversation he had had with |ohn. Ai that 
time the lay Brother had explained his reason for feeding 
the poor on his knees. When people came to him for help, 
John did not tee |ust a needy man or woman. He saw 
Christ. 

“That's why I kneel before my poor friends," he had 
said simply. *1 feel at though 1 were before the Taber* 
nacle." 

Remembering these words, the Captain forgot his pre¬ 
vious impatience and withdrew to the hallway. In a few 
minutes |ohn came to him here and the father had a 
chance to tell his surprising news. The lay Brother listened 
in silence, a slow smile lighting up his face as he heard of 
Luis desire to enter the Magdalena. 

"That's wonderful," he said quietly. "Oh, my friend, 
how good God is to those who ask Hu help 1 '* 

The Captain nodded. “But you had something to do 
with this. Brother. Come now. Isn’t that so?** 

John lowered hu eyes. "1 did ask Our Lady to make 
your boy holy some day. And hu friends. But it was not 
my prayers that worked this wonder. Captain Michael. It 
was the grace of God." 

The Captain grew thoughtful. “At least you can help 
me on one score." he sasd. "Do you think Luu is being led 
away by . . „ well, by youthful enthusiasm? After all. 
he's only thirteen. It may be the lad won't persevere in hu 
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gooi intentions. Perhaps I should make him wait a while 
before starting hu studies for the priesthood." 

John shook hu head. “Oh, not" he cried quickly. “Never 
put an obstacle in the way of a religious vocation. Captain. 
So often it spoils everything for young souls who want to 
give themselves to God.” 

“But the life at the Magdalena u so hard. Brother! You 
know that yourself. The fasts, the long prayers, the study. 
My Luu isn't used to any of these things '* 

John smiled. 'TU watch out for him," he said. "After 
all, students who are only thirteen are excused from a 
number of our difficult practices so there's no real need 
to worry. Just go in peace, Captain, and thank God for the 
wonderful grace He has given your family.'* 

When Captain Michael finally took hu departure, |ohn 
made hu way to the monastery gate, where nearly one 
hundred Induns and Negroes were waiting for him. Their 
physical hunger was now tatufied, and it was time to sat¬ 
isfy another hunger—that of their souls. For almost an 
hour the little group lutened attentively as John explained 
the truths contained in the Catechism A glimmer of new 
hope shone in their eyes as they lutened to their favonte 
story—an explanation of the meaning of Baptism. 

John's face was radiant as he told his friends how the 
Sacrament of Baptism had made them children of God. 
Although they were poor now, and looked down upon by 
the leadeif of their country, they were really very dear 
to the Heavenly Father. A tune would come, if they were 
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faithful in keeping the Commandments, when all mius- 
tice would be at an end. Then they would find themselves 
heirs to everlasting happiness. Billions of saints would rec¬ 
ognize them as brothers. The dreadful prejudice against 
race and color would be ended forever 

After he had finished his talk, fohn went to the chapel. 
It was his custom to spend two hours here every after* 
noon, telling his problems to Our Lord in the Blessed 
Sacrament. This time was very dear to him All the trials 
and troubles brought him by hts friends were now laid 
before Our Lord. In the manner of a little child, |ohn 
asked for guidance. 

Such and such a man might be in business difficulties 
or ill. "Please help him, dear Lord 1 " the gatekeeper would 
plead "And even if You sent him these trials because of 
his sins, won’t You be merciful 3 Let me suffer for him 
instead !” 

John's prayers were not always prayers of petition. 
Every day he gave thanks, too. Just recently, for instance, 
there was new cause for rejoicing Alonso Martin de Orre- 
lana, the honest soul who had wanted to seek his fortune 
in Spain, had listened to John instead. Now he and his 
wife were doing very well with a little bakeshop 

"Thank You for being kmd to Alonso," thought |ohn. 
"Dear God, continue to bless this friend of mine. And his 
wife." 

As he prayed for the baker, John was not unmindful 
of another acquaintance. This was Don Francisco de 


TH* DOOR TO JOY 


109 


Bustamante, the wealthy merchant who had also wanted 
to gc> to Spain. Alas! He had paid no attention to John's 
warnings, and a few days ago word had reached Lima that 
his ship had run into a terrible storm. It had broken into 
pieces off the coast of Panama, and all lives were lost. 

“Give the poor man eternal rest!” John begged. Then, 
realizing that Don Francisco had been very far from 
being a saint, that he had never really learned to think of 
the unlettered Indians and Negroes as his brothers, be 
added a familiar plea. 

“If Don Francisco is in Purgatory, let me take his suf¬ 
ferings for myself, Lord. Let me make up for his sins." 

As time passed and John lost himself in prayers for his 
friends, a remarkable thing happened. God set aside the 
taws of nature and allowed the body of the humble lay 
Brother to rise into the air until it was on a level with a 
large crucifix near the altar. Such a miracle was once wit¬ 
nessed by a number of priests and Brothers who had come 
to the chapel for private prayer of their own. Everyone was 
struck dumb with reverence save Father Francis dc Avcn- 
dano, an elderly priest who had never appreciated John’s 
extraordinary closeness to God. 

"I’m going to see Father Prior about this!" he sputtered. 
"There's really no need to have these . . . these acrobat¬ 
ics! And right in the sanctuary, too! Why can't Brother 
John act like the rest of us?” 

The other priests and Brothers did not know what to 
say. After all. Father Francis was an older religious and 





no 


WAI1IOI IN WHITE 


they owed him respect But one Brother did make an ef¬ 
fort to defend the gatekeeper. 

"Brother John’s a taint!" he whispered in an awed vwce. 
“Father. iust look now! Mi* face is shining like the un!" 

Father Francis cast a brief glance toward the sltar. 
Brother John was still floating m the air. hu arms out¬ 
stretched to the crucifix There was a soft light p’aying 
about hts whole body, bur the priest dismissed the wonder 
with a wave of hu hand. 

"I haven’t any use for a ridiculous display like this.'* he 
declared. "I’m quite sure that Brother John is a saint, as 
you say. but I still see no reason far him to Boat about in 
the air. After all. some of our young religious may be 
affected by this in the wrong way. They’ll think they 
aren’t pleasing to God unless they Boat through the air, 
too. When they don’t, they’ll become discouraged and 
maybe some of them will even leave the Order " 

A murmur of astonishment ran through the little group. 
"Oh. no 1 " cried one young priest "It couldn’t happen like 
that. Father’” 

"And why not*" 

"Because Brother John wouldn't let it.” 

Father Francis folded hu arms beneath his long white 
scapular "That’s what you think. But I think it’s my 
duty to speak to Father Prior and ask him to put a stop 
to all such exhibitions Brother |ohn will have to obey 
him." 

The Prior listened patiently when the elderly priest 
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arrived with hu complaints. However, he did not seem 
to think that John’s ecstasies were harming any of the 
younger religious. After all, everyone knew that the gate¬ 
keeper was one of God’s chosen friends. Like Martin de 
Porres, the holy Brother at Santo Domingo, hu extraordi¬ 
nary graces were for the good of other souls as well as his 
own 

"I guess 1 don’t think it necessary to order Brother John 
to change his ways,” he said kindly. “If he prays with such 
love as to cause his body to rise above the earth, welt— 
let us rejoice. Father. We have a saint in our midst .” 

"Then you don’t think hu visions will make Brother 
John proud?” 

The Prior laughed. "Father Francis. I give you permis¬ 
sion to scold Brother John any time you think he is suf¬ 
fering from pride. Mark my words. He'll receive the cor¬ 
rection as though it were a great gift." 

Father Francis had to be content with this, and for the 
next few days watched for an opportunity to catch the lay 
Brother in some fault. All such cHorts were to little avail, 
however. Brother John never broke the Rule, even slightly. 
He was on time for all the community prayers; he kept 
silence; he fulfilled his duty to the poor and needy to per¬ 
fection. He was kind, cheerful, willing. 

Father Francu did not give up hope, however, and 
finally came the opportunity for which he had waited so 
tong. Late one night young Luu de Espina, who recently 
had been clothed in the Dominican habit, was sent to the 
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chapel to find a book for the Novice Master. The fourteen- 
year-old lad was fearful, for he knew that the body of a 
dead man was lying in the darkened sanctuary. It was that 
of Don Pedro dc Castilla, one of the monastery’s great 
benefactors, whose funeral would take place the next day. 

Young Luis had never seen a dead man, nor did he 
want to see one now. Hu whole being cringed at the 
thought of having to enter the empty chapel and look for 
the book in question. Yet what could he do? He had 
come to the Magdalena in order to study for the priest¬ 
hood, and he realized That as a religious obedience would 
always be hts most important task. Right now it was even 
more important than doing well with his studies. 

With a little prayer for help, Luis lighted a candle and 
started on hu mission. The dark corridors were deserted, 
for it was not quite time for Matins, and most of the 
friars were still asleep. As the boy finally reached the door 
leading to the sanctuary, he paused fearfully. What should 
he do now 3 Say some more prayers ? Or just take a deep 
breath, walk firmly into the sanctuary and start to hunt 
for the book ? 

With trembling hands Luis pushed open the door and 
peered into the shadows. All was quiet in the sanctuary, 
but (he boy shivered as his glance fell upon a long narrow 
object near the foot of the altar steps. Yes—it was a mag¬ 
nificent ebony coffin, with six tall candles glimmering 
about it! And in the coffin, resplendent in hu royal robes 
of office, was Don Pedro de Castilla! 
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For a moment Luis stared at the corpse. Then he crept 
forward cautiously. The hook,, where could it he? But he 
had not progressed far with his search when hit heart 
froze anew. He was not alone in the chapel! Someone, 
something, had just moved! Half paralyzed with dread, 
the boy lifted hu candle and peered into the shadows. As 
he did so, he caught sight of a white-clad figure |ust above 
his head It was too dark to make out the face but the feet 
were plainly visible. Two feet, standing on nothing but 
air! 

For several seconds Luis stared silently at the Boating 
figure Then hts fear found words. “A ghost'” he shrieked. 
"Don Pedro's ghost!” 

A sudden draft blew out the candle in his hand, and 
for a brief space the boy staggered. Then he crumpled in 
a heap on the rough stone floor Once again all was quiet 
in the sanctuary, but now the tall funeral candles cast 
their flickering rays over two lifeless figures: Don Pedro 
in his coffin and a child novice in hts rumpled white 
habit 

Help was not long in coming Luis' terrified cries had 
been heard by several friars who were on their way to 
the chapel for private prayer before Matins. When they 
reached the boy’s side, they questioned him anxiously, 
heedless of the fact that it was the time of the “Great Si¬ 
lence.” 

"What is it?" cried one. "What happened. Brother 
Luis?” 
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But the lad did not move, and won everyone realized 
that young Luis de Esprna was unconscious. The only 
thing to do was to carry him to the infirmary and call a 
doctor. So the little procession set out, slowly and carefully, 
every heart concerned with one question: what had caused 
this healthy boy to faint ? 

It was almost an hour before the young novice could 
give a satisfactory answer, and then it was Father Francis 
de Avendano who brought this about. Luis had seen a 
figure Boating in the air, hadn't he? Near the crucifix 
above the main altar ? It was this that had frightened him 9 

“I saw two feet," whispered the boy weakly. "It was 
. . . the dead man . . 

"Nonsense 1 ” declared Father Francis. "You saw Brother 
John Masias in one of his ecstasies, that's all. Ah. just wait 
until Father Prior hears the truth about this' Maybe hell 
remember my warning." 

The Prior did remember Father Francis’ warning and 
accordingly sent for John without delay. "Our Brother 
Luis is very dl," he said severely. "You gave him a dread¬ 
ful shock last night, Brother John, and 1 only hope you 
have a good excuse." 

There were tears in the gatekeeper’s eyes as he pros¬ 
trated himself at the Prior's feet. "I haven't any excuse. 
Father. Please tell me what I must do." 

For a moment the Prior was silent, visibly touched by 
the lay Brother's genuine sorrow. It was going to be hard 
to punish a holy man like Brother |ohn, but after all, duty 





"Why were you to liightencd?" John liked gently. 
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was duty. “You will eat nothing but bread and water (or 
a week,” he said sternly. "And that's not all. In the future 
you’ll be locked in the chapel each night so that none of 
the other Brothers can go there and be frightened out of 
their wits. Now be oH with you. And say tome prayers for 
poor Brother Luis. The lad's nerves arc in a dreadful con¬ 
dition." 

With heavy heart John obeyed his superior's command, 
not because of the severe penance iust given to him but 
because he felt hr had failed in charity to another human 
being. 

“I must go and sec Luis," he told himself. "Poor little 
boy! I owe him far more than an ordinary apology.” 

So after due thought and prayer, John went to the in¬ 
firmary to do what he could for his young friend. He 
found the boy Mill white and shaken, but without ill feel¬ 
ings toward him. 

"Why were you so frightened ?'' Brother John asked 
gently. "Didn't you know me in the sanctuary last night ?” 

The boy shook his head. Then he shyly told the gate¬ 
keeper of his great secret. He was terrified of corpses, of 
cofins, of graves—of everything pertaining to death. It 
was really Don Pedro who was responsible for his present 
illness, not John. A smile crossed the latter's face as he lis¬ 
tened to his young friend's words. 

"But why be afraid of death*" he said kindly. “There's 
no need for that, Lius. And as for a grave—do you know 
what it really is ?” 
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The boy shivered. “A grave is where they put dead 
people.'* he whispered. "Please let's not talk about graves. 
Brother 

"A grave is the door to joy," said John gently. "You 
must remember that, little brother. The door to joy!" 

For the next few minutes the gatekeeper spoke so glow¬ 
ingly of death, of the beauties to which it led, that the 
young novice was drawn out of his fear. He had never 
heard death described in such fashion before. Why, it was 
a wonderful thing, particularly for a religious! It meant 
the beginning of the reward given by God to all those 
who had left parents, friends and the good things of life 
for His sake. 

"In a year's time you will hear of a really wonderful 
death," said John slowly. “A saint will die in Lima, little 
brother, and you and I will witness some of his miracles." 

Luis’ eyes widened. "A taint?" he whispered. “Who is 
it, Brother John* And when will he die?” 

The gatekeeper smiled. "Can you remember this date, 
Luis? November 3, 1639?" 

The boy nodded. Of course he could remember Novem¬ 
ber 3, 1639. But who was going to die on that day ? Who 
was the person Rrother John believed to be a saint ? 
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In due course the two questions were answered. On the 
date mentioned by |ohn, Brother Martin de Porres went 
to receive his heavenly reward. He was sixty years old, 
and there was not a soul in Lima who did not feel he was 
a saint. Those who had known him personally realized 
their good fortune and congratulated themselves upon it. 
Those who had never met the Negro lay Brother were 
determined to get at least one look at him before he was 
buried. They flocked to his former home at Santo Do¬ 
mingo, confident that he would intercede for them with 
God. Such great faith was wonderfuly rewarded, for be¬ 
fore long even the dust from Martin’s tomb was working 
miracles. It was impossible to keep track of the many in¬ 
valids who had been cured by its pious use. 

John was delighted at the great honor being paid his old 
friend, not only because it was a well-merited reward but 
because it meant an increase in virtue for to many people. 
The thousands of prayers offered in Martin’s honor could 
never go without result. Even when the various petitions 
were seemingly ignored. God's graces were flooding the 
souls of those who prayed. 
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“It’s the same with every prayer,” John thought. “There 
is always an answer on God's part. What a pity that so 
many people never think of this! If they did, they would 
spend far more time on their knees. And they wouldn’t 
feel so disappointed when the little favors they ask arc not 
granted. They would realize far better things are being 
given them by God’s Providence ” 

Occasionally Father Gonzalez de Guzman succeeded 
in getting John to put a little of such wisdom into words. 
The priest was the lay Brother’s confessor and had consid¬ 
erable authority over him. |ohn was never anxious to tell 
of his inner life, but he knew the merit of obedience, and 
the questions asked by Father Gonzalez were always 
promptly answered. However, one day these questions 
caused more than ordinary embarrassment, for the priest 
arrived to speak with John at ten o'clock in the morning. 

Now ten o'clock in the morning was a rather important 
hour for the lay Brother. At thu time the donkey owned 
by the monastery (but committed to the care of Brother 
|ohn) was due to return from a solitary begging trip 
about the city. When the little beast was in its awkward 
youth. Brother John, despairing of its stubbornness, had 
asked Saint John the Evangelist to make the creature use¬ 
ful. Saint John had answered hts prayer generously, teach¬ 
ing the donkey not only to permit the baskets to be tied to 
his back but to go of his own accord from house to house, 
beggmg But Father Gonzalez did not know this, so that 
he was really startled when, looking through the open 
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window to identify a sharp sound, he saw the donkey 
striking the monastery gate with one hoof. .' 

"Why, it’s the donkey'" he cried. “When did he learn 
that 3 

Brother |ohn could hardly suppress a smile. "Ah, years « 
ago He’s a very wonderful fellow. You must know him 
better. And now, if you will excuse me, I must let him in 
for his dnnk of water and his apple. He has worked hard ^ 
this morning." 

“Worked hard? What do you mean?" 

Brother |ohn looked out to where the little donkey | 
stood watching the latch expectantly. “Sec his baskets, 
Father 3 They are full of gifts that good souls have sent 
me for the poor.'* 

The priest sat in utter astonishment at Brother )ohn 
bowed himself out of the room. When he returned some 
minutes later, he was ready with a number of questions: 

You don’t mean that this little animal goes out begging 

aloner 

“Oh, yes, Father. Everyone knows him." 

"Has anyone ever tried to steal from his baskets?" 

Brother John Bushed with amusement at the memory, 
picturing the donkey's great eyes, full of the most sol¬ 
emn innocence. “Well, yes, Father. And I’m afraid that 
he behaved in every way unbefitting the donkey of a 
Dominican monastery. Kicked and bit, I was told. But 
then, Father, what can you expect of the beast of so weak 
and imperfect a master . 3 " 
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“Go on," said Father Gonzalez, resigning himself to 
accept without further question another of Brother John’s 
miracles. “Tell me some of the places where the donkey 
goes.” 

“Alonso Martin, the baker, ts always very generous,” 
said John eagerly. "The good soul has done very well with 
his bakeshop. Father. He sends me bread every day in the 
donkey's baskets. Then there is Doctor Carrasco. And 
Anthony de Alarcon . . 

"Anthony de Alarcon!” cncd the pnett. “I’d almost for¬ 
gotten, John. He’s the real reason I came to speak with 
you this morning. Now—can you guess why ?” 

The lay Brother nodded. "The poor soul wants me to 
pray about hts deafness. Father. And I have prayed. But 
his cure won't come for some time yet. I wish he could 
understand that just now it's God's Will that he bear this 
trouble patiently.” 

“Oh, so he is going to be cured some day?" 

“Yes, Father." 

“When 3 " 

Again confusion crept into the lay Brother's eyes. “An¬ 
thony will be cured after my death,” he said slowly. "You 
- . . you can tell him that if you wish. Father The time 
isn’t too far away." 

Now it was the priest’s turn to be confused. "John! You 
know you're not going to die for a long time yet!’’ 

A slow smile crossed the gatekeeper's face. “I have only 
six years left in which to serve God," he said softly. “I 
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shall die at the age of sixty. Father, the same age as good 
Brother Martin de Porrcs." 

For a moment Father Gonzalez shifted uncomfortably. 
John had been right about so many things. Could he be 
right about this, too? Suddenly he leaned toward the lay 
Brother, a serious look on his face. 

"You have a great love for the Blessed Mother, haven’t 
you, John 9 She speaks to you sometimes > ” 

The gatekeeper nodded slowly. “Oh, yes. Father. Our 
Lady's picture in my cell . . . it has . . . well, lived for 
me over and over again.” 

"And her statue in the Rosary chapel? What about 
that?" 

John smiled It was quite evident that Father Gonzalez 
was in a questioning mood today. "1 know what you want 
to hear. Father," he Mid slowly. “It’s about last week, isn't 
it ? Well, ITI tell you. It won’t take very long." 

Satisfied, Father Gonzalez settled himself to listen to 
his good friend, marveling at how like a child the man 
before him was. John always spoke so simply of the most 
wonderful things. 

“It was midnight. Father, when you and the others 
were reciting Matins in church,” began the lay Brother. 
"I was not far away, for you know I like to be in choir at 
Office time whenever I can.” 

The priest nodded. “Yes,* John, although it might be 
better for you to be resting But go on.” 

“Well, I was in the Roury chapel praying before Our 
Blessed Lady's statue when suddenly there was a strange 
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creaking in the walls and floor. Some vases of flowers over¬ 
turned on the altar, and right away . . .** 

“And right away you knew it was an earthquake,” put 
in Father Gonzalez “Ah, John, we do have so many earth¬ 
quakes in Lima! And they cause such suffering and de¬ 
struction! Why u it? How can God allow such terrible 
things to happen 

The lay Brother looked up in genuine surprise. “Why ? 
Because it’s His WU 1 ," he said. 

The priest pretended to be disMtisfied with such an an¬ 
swer. "You mean that God wants people to suffer 9 That 
He really enjoys seeing souls in pain 9 " 

John shook his head. “Oh, no!" he cried. “God is won¬ 
derfully kind and good. But sometimes He sends suffer¬ 
ing because that is the only way to make certain people 
turn to Him.” 

“Oh,” said Father Gonzalez. “Now I understand. But 
finish your story, Brother. 1 didn't mean to interrupt." 

"The priests stopped their prayers when the walls and 
ceiling began to shake, for they were afraid that the 
church would fall down on them. A number rushed out 
to the garden . . 

“Including myself." 

“Yes, Father. And I would have run out there, too, only 
suddenly l heard a voice tell me to stay where 1 was. Ir 
came from Our Lady’s statue ’’ 

“Yes?” prompted the older religious. "And what did 
the statue uy?" 

There was a look of childlike simplicity in John's eyes 
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as he began to recall the latest wonder in hu life. "I heard 
Our Lady say these words: Brother John, my little friend, 
why are yon running away? Don't yon tee that l am here 
to watch over yon ?‘" 

Father Gonzalez leaned forward eagerly. "Yes? And 
what else did Our Lady say, Brother ?” 

The latter smiled. "She spoke no more, Father. But 
when I looked up at the statue it was shining like the sun. 
I forgot all about the earthquake then and stayed where 
I was. Somehow I don't think I'll ever be afraid of earth¬ 
quakes again " 

For a moment the priest was silent, lost in admiration 
at the wonder just related to him. Then he got to hu feet 
“I guess I’ll be going now," he said. "Thank you. Brother, 
for the things you’ve told me. And remember to say a little 
prayer for me each day, won’t you?" 

The lay Brother nodded. M ! always pray for my friends,'* 
he said. "It's a real privilege.' 

As the weeks passed, Johns reputation for sanctity in¬ 
creased even more, and presently he was involved m a 
new wonder This concerned a young Negro named An¬ 
thony who had been working as part-time helper at the 
gate. The bd was devoted to |ohn and willingly served 
him in a variety of ways. One day, however, while draw¬ 
ing water from the well, Anthony lost hu footing and fell. 
His cries attracted the attention of Brother John of the 
Rosary, an Indian, who did hu best to help the boy, but 
to no avail. In desperation, the young religious ran to the 
gatekeeper to tell him of the tragedy. 
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“I found a rope but it was too short!" he cried. "Oh, 
Brother John, what are we going to do?" 

Strangely enough, the gatekeeper did not seem at all 
interested in Anthony’s plight. “Can’t you see I’m busy ?" 
he told the newcomer. “A poor old lady just came for a 
meal. I must attend to her first.” 

All the more terrified at the amazing reply, the young 
Indian hurried off to find other help, and on his way met 
Luis de Esptna, now fully recovered from his illness. With 
frantic haste he urged Luu to try to make Brother |ohn 
understand. But the gatekeeper would not listen to Luis, 
either. Instead, he continued to minuter to the old bdy, 
and only after half an hour did he finally appear at the 
well. He found a group of religious gathered here, bowed 
with grief. 

“Well," he asked gently, "why do you all look so sad? 
What’s happened?" 

John of the Rosary and Luis de Esptna could scarcely 
believe their ears. “We told you!" they cried with one 
voice. "Anthony fell in the well half an hour ago. Oh, 
Brother John! Why didn’t you come and save him?" 

John smiled. "You are very fearful, little brothers. 
Didn't you know that Anthony would be quite all right 
without me?" 

Young Luis was almost in tears. “He's drowned now. 
We've called and called but there’s no reply. And look at 
the rope. Brother lohn! It just hangs into the water. It 
doesn’t move!" 

Quietly the gatekeeper made his way to the well and 
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peered into the dark opening. “Anthony, my son! Answer 
me! Arc you all right?" 

A murmur of astonishment ran through the crowd. 
Surely Brother John didn’t think the boy still alive! Why, 
the well was thirty feet deep, and the stone sides were 
far too slippery for anyone to gain a foothold. 

"We may be able to reach the body if we get some iron 
hooks,” suggested a young priest hurriedly. "It's the only 
thing left to do." 

At these words John held up a warning hand. ”Sssh! M 
he whispered. "Listen!” 

The priests and Brothers crowded closer about the well. 
Suddenly a chill of fear and >oy ran through the little 
group as a voice was heard echoing in the dark depths. 
They strained to listen. 

"Brother John,” the cry came, faintly, "when arc you 
going to take me out of here’ This water is so cold!” 

Half beside himself with toy, Luis de Esptna grasped 
John’s arm. “It's Anthony!" he cried. "He’s alive!" 

“Of course he's alive," said the gatekeeper cheerfully. 
"Now, take hold of the rope and we’ll bring him up.” 

Within half an hour the story of the young Negro’s 
remarkable rescue was making the rounds in Lima. 
Crowds flocked to the Magdalena, eager to hear the Won¬ 
der from the boy’s own lips and to look once more on the 
holy by Brother whose prayers could work such miracles. 
But although young Anthony told everything he knew, in¬ 
cluding the almost unbelievable fact that the Blessed Vir¬ 


gin herself had held his head above the water, there was 
no trace of John. He had hidden himself in a remote cor¬ 
ner of the monastery. 

Father Gonzalez de Guzman wrote down the details 
of this latest wonder in a little book. "It may come in use¬ 
ful," he told the Prior, Father Blaise de Acosta. "You see, 
something tells me our Brother John will be canonized 
some day. Perhaps in company with his old friend. Brother 
Martin de Porrcs." 

The Prior agreed. "That was really a wonderful part¬ 
nership," he mused. "A Negro and a white man, both 
offering themselves as victims for sinners—for America. 
Ah. Father, the stories of these two good souls ought to 
be known by everyone!” 

Father Gonzalez smiled. "They will be known some 
day,” he said. "I’m quite sure of it.” Then, after a mo¬ 
ment’s hesitation, he informed the superior that John did 
not think he would stay on earth much longer, 

"He keeps telling me that he will live to be Martin’s 
age. Father—sixty years. No more, no less. Well, I’m afraid 
we ought to believe what he says since he’s always been 
right about future events.” 

A shadow crossed the Prior’s face. "\ohn u going to 
die? Oh, no. Father! Not for a long time. Why, he’s in 
very good health these days.” 

“Yes—but there are hts works of penance. Father Prior. 
He performs 10 many of them. 1 think in the end they 
will cause his death.” 


1 
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Father Gonzalez was right, in late August of the year 
1645, Brother |ohn Manas grew noticeably thin and pale. 
He was ordered to take better care of himself and to let 
Brother Dionysius, his assistant, handle most of his duties. 
The gatekeeper protested that he was quite well, but the 
word of the Prior prevailed. There was to be no more fast¬ 
ing on bread and water; no more vigils in the chapel at 
night. For once John was to treat his body with care and 
attention. 

The faithful lay Brother obeyed his superior's order, but 
with great reluctance. What was the use of taking a rest 
now ’ In a short while he would be dead and no amount 
of sleep, food or medicine could alter the fact. 

"I will go to God on the eighteenth day of September," 
he told himself happily “Ah, whai a wonderful day that 
will be!” 

Presently, with the simplicity of a little child, he sought 
out his old friend and guide. Father Gonzalez de Guz¬ 
man. “I'd like to make a general confession,” he said. 
“Would you be good enough to hear me, Father?" 

The priest agreed, but insisted |ohn should go to bed 
first. “I'll come to your cell," he promised. “This after¬ 
noon, after Vespers." 

lohn's confession was not a matter of minutes or even 
hours. It lasted three days, for Father Gonzalez inter¬ 
rupted it frequently to ask lohn additional questions about 
his childhood and youth. He did this at the request of the 
Prior, who was anxious that all details concerning the 
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gatekeeper's life should be carefully recorded. As a re¬ 
sult, John found himself recalling his days in Spain, his 
voyage to America, the two and one-half years he had 
worked on the ranch of Peter Jimincs Menacbo, 

“Have you any idea of the number of souls your prayers 
have released from Purgatory ?" inquired Father Gonzalez 
presently. “I know there must be quite a few." 

The lay Brother smiled. “More than a million," he said 
softly. "My patron, John the Evangelist, has told me this.” 

The priest controlled his amazement with great diffi¬ 
culty. More than a million souls! What an enormous num¬ 
ber of friends this humble lay Brother had awaiting him 
in Heaven! 

“All right/ he said calmly. “Now I want to hear about 
any wonder you may have kept secret till today. Think 
hard. Brother. Is there some grace, perhaps J Some vision ?" 

John's eyes were shining. "Father, three years ago Our 
Lady let me hold the Christ Child in my arms. I never 
told anyone about that." 

"Three years ago ? Do you remember the date, John ?” 

“Yes, Father. It was November 4, 1642, the feast of 
Saint Charles Borromeo. Ah, how happy I was then!" 

“And where did this wonder take place?" 

“In the Rosary chapel. Father. The statue that spoke to 
me during the earthquake came to life for me then. Our 
Lady was there before my eyes, shining like the tun. Three 
times she gave me her little Child to hold. It ... it was 
truly wonderful!" 
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Presently John was relating other wonders to Father 
Gonzalez de Guzman. Once, while some alterations were 
being made about the monastery, he had come upon a car¬ 
penter who was almost in despair. The man had just 
sawed through a beam in the wrong place. The heavy 
piece of wood was far too short for its original pur¬ 
pose 

“And what happened, John 9 Did you pray about the 
man's mistake?" 

The lay Brother nodded. “Yes, Father. You see, I knew 
that wood of this particular type is very hard to obtain in 
Peru. Besides, the poor carpenter's error would have de¬ 
layed the repus. So I knelt down on the beam . . 

“Yes. Go on, John. Don't be shy about what happened." 

“1 knelt down on the beam and asked God to make 
everything right. When I got up . . . oh, I don't like to 
talk about it. Father!" 

"When you got up, the beam was the correct length," 
said the priest calmly. "Ah. I know all about this story. 
John There's no need for you to be embarrassed." 

The lay Brother sighed, then slowly closed his eyes. 
"People say my prayers work miracles," he murmured 
presently, “and they thank me for helping them. Rut 
really it’s God Who should be thanked. It’s His power 
that gives us what we need. Oh, if only I could make every¬ 
one understand how good He is, how kind! But I haven’t 
the words ... or the strength . . ." 

The priest smiled. “You can tell your friends how to 
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pray,** he said gently. “You can show them how to ask 

God's help.” 

“But they know that already. Father'” 

“Not all of them, |ohn. Now, tell me. How Jo you 

pray' * 

For a moment all was quiet in the little cell. Then a 
slight smile flickered on John's Ups. "I |ust put myself in 
the place of a child,” he said simply. “I tell the Heavenly 4 
Father of my weakness and my needs I remind Him that 
His Son became man and so made Himself my Brother " 
“Yes? And what else, John?” 

Slowly the gatekeeper opened his eyes. ”1 always ask for 
blessings in the Name of |esus Christ,” he said softly. 
“That's all. Father. There's really no secret.” 
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The DATS passed, and by the middle of September every¬ 
one realized that |ohn could not live much longer. He was 
very ill and no medicine seemed to help. In great distress. 
Father Blaise dc Acosta went to the lay Brother s cell to 
see what he could do. Perhaps there was some special dish 
the gatekeeper would like ? Or maybe he wished to speak 
with one or more of his many friends? 

“No, Father Prior,” said John weakly. “It's too late for 
such things now But it would please me . . . that is, if 
you could arrange it . . 

“Yes, John? What would you like?” 

“To hear Mass once more. Father That’s all.” 

The solitary request was readily granted. The next 
morning Father Blaise offered the Holy Sacrifice in John's 
cell, then gave him Holy Communion. When he returned 
for a little visit some time later, he found the gatekeeper 
lying motionless on his hard bed. Hu eyes were closed 
and a mysterious light seemed to be playing about hts 
whole body. Quickly the Prior sat down on a little bench. 
Surely John had not died unattended! 

“My son' Speak to me! Arc you all right?" 
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John stirred and opened hit eye*. They were aglow with 
such happiness that the Prior drew hack in astonishment. 
“What i* it ?" he whispered in awed tones. “What do you 
see?" 

John made a lutle motion with his hand. “Father . . . 
please don't tit just now. This room is full of .. of visi¬ 
tor 

The Prior gave a quick glance around the cell. It was 
empty, save for himself and the dying lay Brother. Yet 
he could not doubt the latter a t word Quickly he got to 
his feet, then begged for information. Who was in the 
room besides themselves 3 

“Our Lord is here," replied John faintly. “The Blessed 
Mother ... the saints . . 

“What saints, John?" 

The gatekeeper pointed into space. Saint John the Evan¬ 
gelist was present, likewise Saint Dominic, Saint Mary 
Magdalen, Saints Peter and Paul, Saint Vincent Ferrer, 
Saint Catherine of Siena, Saint Louis Bertrand. . . . 

"Yes?” put in Father Gonzalez de Guzman, who had 
just entered the room. "And who else is here ?" 

To the best of his ability John then described the host 
of heavenly visitors gathered about his bed. There were 
countless angels, also saints whose names he did not know. 
All were praying for him, bidding him not to be afraid of 
death. 

“They are waiting to take me to Heaven," he said 
simply. 
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For the rest of the day the Magdalena was besieged 
with men and women anxious to obtain news of their be¬ 
loved friend. The same question was on everyone's lips: 
when was the good soul going to die? Eventually the 
Viceroy of Peru arrived to pay his respects, in company 
with his son, Don Antonio de Toledo. 

"We wish to ask Brother John for prayers,'* they told 
the Prior respectfully. “Do you think that he will see us?" 

The Prior bowed low before the distinguished visitors. 
"Of course. Your Excellencies. I'll send word that you’ve 
come." 

But the Viceroy hesitated a moment "Father Prior, you 
know my visits have always embarrassed Brother John. 
He never liked compliments from anyone, much less from 
a man .. . well, a man high ui politics and society. Per* 
haps, now that he's dying . . 

Father Blaise managed a little smile, despite hts sorrow 
at the gatekeeper's approaching death. Well he knew to 
what the Viceroy was referring. It concerned a visit the 
good man had made some time ago to thank |ohn for a 
favor received through his prayers. At the time, word had 
gone around the Magdalena that the Viceroy wished to 
speak with the lay Brother and to leave him a little gift. 
However, no amount of searching could locate the gate¬ 
keeper. He seemed to have vanished from the face of the 
earth. Only later, when commanded to explain matters by 
the Prior, had the story come out. During the whole of the 
Viceroy's stay in the monastery, |ohn had been at his ac- 
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customed post at the gate. He had seen the arrival of the 
Peruvian chief, the glittering assembly of noblemen and 
carriages, but that day God had granted hts wish to remain 
hidden, and for several hours he had been invisible to 
visitors and fcllow-rctigious alike. 

“I don’t think you need to worry. Your Excellencies," 
said the Prior reassuringly. "John knows he is going to d»c 
and praise no longer disturbs him. Last night he even said 
that churches are to be built in his honor.” 

The Viceroy stared, likewise Don Antonio ** Churchet, 
Father Prior ? How can that be ?" 

The latter shook his head. "Brother John tells us no 
more than thu. He doesn't know when or where the 
churches will be built. But he insists they will come to 
pass. Ah. Your Excellencies, we have a real Mint in our 
midst—one whose prophecies and miracles have been 
going on for years!” 

The whole city of Lima agreed with the Prior. On the 
afternoon of September 18, the streets leading to the Mag 
dalena were packed with huge crowds. |ohn's prophecy 
that he would die that night was now general knowledge, 
and his devoted followers wished to come as close as 
they could to his deathbed. The women were in tears, for 
there was no possible chance that they could assist at lohn's 
passing. A rule of long standing forbade them to enter 
the solemn cloister of the Magdalena. However, they were 
well prepared to show their devotion when John's body 
should be brought into the public church. A number had 
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come equipped with sensors so that they might cut ofl a 
piece of the holy Brother's habit for use as a relic. And not 
only the women were ready to honor the gatekeeper. 
Their husbands, sons and brothers carried medals and 
rosaries. These would be applied to John's body when the 
tune came for it to lie in state. 

As the crowd milled and surged through the streets, 
pressing ever closer to the main door of the monastery, 
one woman stood as though in a trance. This was Doha 
Antonia de Mejia, the wife of the merchant PeteT Rami¬ 
rez. Her face was twisted with grief, and from time to 
time she raised her arms to Heaven, then let them drop 
limply to her sides. 

“What’s the trouble?” asked a sudden voice. “Is any- 
thing wrong, Antonia 

The woman looked up. A familiar figure was standing 
beside her—Gertrude de Godinez, wife of Alonso Martin 
de Orrelana, now Lima's leading baker At the sight of 
this old fnend. Doha Antonia burst into tears. 

"It's my boy," she sobbed, "poor little John!" 

“What about him 3 Is he ill, Antonia J " 

The latter shook her head, and presently a most amaz¬ 
ing story was being poured into the can of the baker's 
wife. Last week, five-year-old lohn Ramirez had been 
brought to the Magdalena to see his godfather. Brother 
|ohn Masias. At the time the little boy had wanted to kiss 
the gatekeeper's hand. 

"Why. that's nothing to feel bad about!" said Gertrude 
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gently. "Hundreds of people have done the same thing. 
And when your boy grows up. this will be a really pre¬ 
cious memory" 

Doha Antonu wiped her tearful eyes. “Brother John 
didn't want my son to kiss his hand!" she sobbed. “He 
said: ‘It's far better for me to kiss your hand, little one, 
because very soon you arc going to be an angel in Heaven.' 
Oh, Gertrude, I know Brother John has the gift of proph¬ 
ecy! And if these words mean we are going to lose our 
only child ... ah, how can we bear it?" 

The baker's wife was silent a moment, realizing only 
too well what the five-year-old youngster meant to his 
parents. They had waited years before God had blessed 
them with a child and since that happy day had always 
believed that the prayers of John Masias had secured the 
great favor. 

"1 wouldn't worry," she said finally. "If it really is God's 
Will that your little boy be taken from you . . . well, wait 
and sec if Brother John doesn't turn all your sorrow into 

Jo?-* 

“But he’s my boy's godfather, Gertrude * Wouldn't you 
think . . . when he's cured so many sick people . . ." 

“That he would pray for a long life for little John > 
Yes—I would think so, Antonu. But there must be some 
reason for all this and some day everything will be clear." 

Then, to calm her friend's distress, Gertrude launched 
mto a story of her own It seemed that some time ago she 
had been til with a serious fever. The only food she wanted 
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was a dish of plums, and these were forbidden by (he 
doctors. More than that, plums were impossible to obtain 
just then, for they were out of season 

"I do believe I was dying," Gertrude said firmly. "Every 
day I grew weaker, and finally my husband became really 
worried. He sent for Brother John to come and see us. 
The good soul arrived that very afternoon with a big 
basket on his arm, for he was on a begging trip far tus 
poor. After a little visit, he told us not to worry and prom¬ 
ised to pray for my recovery. As he was going out the 
door, he took a package from the basket. 

N 'A little present for you,' he said. And when 1 opened 
the package, Antonia, what do you suppose was inside?" 

The mother smiled, despite her heavy heart “Some 
plums ?” 

"Fifteen plums'" declared Gertrude triumphantly. 
“Where the good soul found them, I don't know. But I ate 
the whole fifteen and in a few hours the fever left me. Oh, 
Antonia, if Brother John could be this thoughtful about 
a little matter of food, how much more so where your boy 
is concerned! Now, will you promise not to worry any 
more ?“ 

Reluctantly the mother bowed her head. "Ill try,” she 
said slowly. “My husband is with Brother John now. By 
this tune he must have asked him to help us." 

As the hours passed, many new visitors made their way 
to lohn’s little cell. Among these was Father Francis de 
Avendano, the priest who so often had scolded the by 
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Brother because of his ecstasies. Now, as he paced the corri¬ 
dor outside the sickroom. Father Francis twisted his hands 
nervously. 

"I was terribly wrong,'' he admitted to the Prior. “Oh, 
Father, our John is a saint! Why didn't I realize it be¬ 
fore?” 

“It's all right." hastened Father Blaise "Brother John 
says you arc the only one who ever treated him as he de¬ 
served. He prays for you constantly." 

Father Francis wiped away a stray tear. "I used to think 
he was too extreme in his penances. Sleeping on the floor, 
on the altar steps, fasting so often on bread and water ... 
oh, the things I said to him sometimes!” 

The Prior reached out a comforting hand “Come and 
look at him now,” he suggested. "See if he bears any 
grudge against you. Father.” 

So the two religious made their way to the little room 
where for the past few weeks John's life had been slowly 
ebbing away. They found their friend in great pain, yet 
still able to recognize them. 

“My time ... it isn't up yet!" he managed to gasp. 
“Oh, Fathers, how I long ... for the end!" 

The Prior nodded. He knew what pain John was suf¬ 
fering. He knew, too, that it was being offered for the sal¬ 
vation of sinners. Millions of men and women were too 
lazy and thoughtless to do penance for themselves. Well, 
John would do it for them. He would unite his final agony 
with that of Christ on the Cross. Only in the next world 
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would the souls thus saved realize the goodness and char* 
ity of this hidden friend. 

For over an hour Father Francis remained by John's 
side, praying and weeping for the many unkind words 
he had spoken Brother John comforted him from time 
to tune, but towards evening hu pain became so intense 
that he could no longer speak. Seeing this, the Prior gave 
the signal to commence the prayers for the dying, and 
soon the corridors were echoing to the sound of hurrying 
feet. No one wished to be absent at John's passing. 

As the air filled with the ancient strains of the Salt* 
Regina, that beautiful hymn sung by Dominicans when¬ 
ever one of thru number is dying, a little smile flickered 
on John's Ups. Hu eyes, shining now with heavenly ioy. 
turned upon Father Blaise de Acosta. 

"Father, forgive me for all the trouble I’ve caused you," 
he whispered weakly "I ... I will try to make it up to 
you in Heaven.” 

The Prior was too overcome to reply. He fell upon his 
knees and took thr hand of the dying lay Brother in hts 
own. 

"John .. John . . he murmured. 

There was not a dry eye in the little room as priests and 
Brothers followed their superior's example and likewise 
fell upon their knees in prayer. Presently there came 
through the open window the distant voices of other 
friends, the men and women John had loved and who 
now lined the street for blocks. They were praying, too— 
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but hardly for the gatekeeper They were reminding God 
that a new saint was about to enter Heaven. In his name, 
and through the merits of hu wonderful life, they were 
asking for graces for themselves and for their children. 

Suddenly the bells of the Magdalena began to send their 
music through the gathering twilight. It was just fifteen 
mtnutes before seven o'clock Slowly John removed his 
hand from that of the Prior and with a little sigh folded 
both arms across hu breast His eyes were closed now, his 
face radiant. 

"Into Thy hands. O Lord, I commend my spirit!" he 
said softly. 

The Prior leaned forward “Brother |ohn!" he ordered 
"Look at me!" 

Yet even as he spoke. Father Blaise realized the truth 
No longer had John Masias an earthly superior. His faith¬ 
ful soul was free from bonds at last. 
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It was not until the next morning that luhn’s body was 
brought to the church, but long before sunrise every avail¬ 
able space here had been tilled. Spaniards, Indians, Ne¬ 
groes—men and women from every walk of life—were 
present at (he Magdalena to pay their last respects. With¬ 
out doubt Lima had put given her fifth great saint to 
God, and there was yoy in every heart at the thought. 

"Remember what John said just before he died 5 " Father 
Gonzalez dc Guzman asked the Prior as the two made 
their way uito the sanctuary to look once more upon their 
beloved brother. 

The latter nodded. "Yes, Father I remember. |ohn said 
these words: 'If it had not been for obedience, you would 
never have seen my face.' Well, he must be surprised now. 
fust look at the crowds who have come to honor him I And 
there are hundreds more out in the street.*’ 

Father Gonzalez gave a quick glance down the nave 
of the church. It presented a solid mass of people, packed 
into pews and standing in the aulcs. A number of children 
had even climbed to the window ledges, the better to ob¬ 
serve the funeral ceremonies. 

“Only a few have had a chance to touch the body,** 
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whispered the priest "What are we going to do. Father 
Prior 3 Is the burial to be held directly after Mass ,H 

Father Blaise de Acosta hesitated “That was the origi¬ 
nal plan," he said slowly, "but I'm afraid it will have to be 
changed. Well have the Mass and then decide.” 

Presently a wave of excitement swept through the im¬ 
mense gathering The Archbishop of Lima, Peter tie Villa¬ 
gomez, was arriving with his attendants. Those who could 
fell at once to their knees as the prelate began to make his 
way up the crowded center aisle. Others were content 
merely to bow their heads as the Archbishop raised his 
hand in repeated blessing. But they lifted them quickly as 
j fresh commotion at the door announced the arrival of 
the Viceroy, attired in his magnificent robes of office and 
accompanied by his family and officials 

'The Archbishop and the Viceroy attend only the most 
important funerals," thought Brother Luts de Espiria, now 
twenty-one yean old and well on his way to completing 
his studies for the priesthood. "Oh, Brother |uhn! 1 al¬ 
ways knew you were a great man. Now everyone else 
knows it, too” 

Yes—there was no doubt that Brother |ohn was at last 
appreciated for the great soul he was As Saint Dominic 
had fought against the heresies of thirteenth century 
Europe, so )ohn had fought against the social wrongs of 
his own day—against the greed of the conquering Span¬ 
iard, the race prejudice of men in high places, the poverty 
and ignorance that by upon Peru as a blight Certainly he 
had never fired a gun in battle, or lifted a sword, yet he 
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was a hero alt the Mine—a warrior in white—whose never- 
failing weapon was a charity that expressed itself in prayer ( | 
ami sacrifice for all men, everywhere. Truly Lima could 
be proud of this adopted son. And America could share in 
that righteous pride, for though |ohn had been born in 
Spain he hail done his most important work in the New 
World. He was an American saint, an American hero, just 
as much as Archbishop Turribius, Francis Solano, Rose de 
Flores and Martin de Porres 

As preparations far the funeral Mass got under way. 
Brother Luis looked once more at hts dead friend. The 
plain cedar coffin stood in the very centeT of the sanctuary, 
in the identical spot where, seven years before, a terrified 
boy had fainted at the sight of a corpse. But there was no 
terror in Luis' eyes now. He could gaze happily on John's 
body, knowing that the faithful lay Brother was enjoy¬ 
ing the beauties of Paradise. 

Suddenly familiar words echoed in the ears of the young 
religious: 

"/ find it rather nice to thin% about the future some¬ 
times, about the years 1724 and 1824 and to on. I ash myself 
if / am doing my duty now. as well as I can. so that those 
years will find me happy unth God." 

Luis started. These were the words Brother |ohn had 
once spoken to six heedless boys as they played among the 
orange trees. Ah, what good words they had been, how 
full of wisdom and truth! And as he reflected upon their 
meaning, the young Dominican gave a deep sigh. 
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**l owe my vocation to you," he whispered, “and so do 
my friends. Dear Brother John, are you pleated that six 
troublesome boys are soon to be ordained? That with 
God's help we can look forward to eternal happiness with 
you 

Half an hour passed, and the voices of the community 
rose and fell in the somber chant of the Requiem Mass. 
Finally, the Holy Sacrifice having been completed and 
the body blessed and incensed, the Prior made his way 
to the pulpit. As he did so, a hush fell upon the crowded 
church. What was going to happen now' Was Father 
Blaise going to speak about John's holy life 9 Above all, 
would he postpone the burial so that everyone could have 
a chance to touch the body ? 

There was not long to wait. Scarcely able to control his 
emotion, the Prior began to describe John’s twenty-three 
years at the Magdalena and some of the wonders worked 
by his prayers. Presently he was telling of the marvelous 
powers possessed by the lay Brother, powers that had en¬ 
abled him to pass through locked doors, even through 
heavy stone walls, when called to his post by duty. Then 
there was the gift of vision, the reading of men’s inner 
thoughts as though from an open book. As evidence of 
this Utter gift, the Prior directed hts words to certain 
mothers in the congregation. 

“You have young sons here at the Magdalena,” he said 
kindly, “and many times you have feared their health 
would sufler because of our many fast days. So what did 
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you do? Whenever you laundered their habits and re- 
rurned them, neatly ironed, to Brother John, you hid pack¬ 
ages of tweets in the bundles. You knew the good soul 
wouldn’t took inside and discover your little trick. But 
Brother |ohn didn’t need to look inside, my daughters. 
He knew all about the sweets. And your boys can tell you 
I speak the truth.” 

A murmur of astonishment ran through the listening 
throng, then died away as the white-clad priest continued 
his story. ‘‘Now I’ll tell about a father." he said, “a gentle¬ 
man all of you know. He has two sons at the Magdalena 
and because I have permission to use his name, let me 
give it to you. It’s Captain Michael de Espina.” 

Once again the congregation listened to another talc 
of John'* amazing powers. This time they learned how 
some years ago Captain Michael had worried about his 
younger boy's health. Despite the fact that the Magdalena 
was a house of perpetual abstinence, where no meat was 
eaten, he decided to bring his son a roasted chicken This 
had been carefully cut up in small pieces, wrapped in 
paper, then placed in a basket under some apples and 
bananas. It was an innocent-looking gift that Captain 
Michael presently brought to the monastery, but Brother 
John was not deceived. 

‘Take the chicken home,'' he said kindly. “Don't be 
responsible for making your boy break one of the impor¬ 
tant rules of the house." 

The Captain obeyed, much abashed, returning later for 
a pleasant visit with his son. But even this extraordinary 
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occurrence had not had a tasting effect on the good- 
hearted father. Some months later Captain Michael tried 
his little trick again, and with the same result. |ohn knew 
what was hidden in the basket. It was meat, harmless and 
nourishing in itself, yet forbidden to the pnests and 
Brothers of the Magdalena. 

"I could tell you many other wonderful stories about 
our good friend,” said the Prior, “but time is growing 
short. There's just one more thing We have had a miracle 
already through John's prayers. Yes, in church at this 
very minute is the man concerned. He is Anthony de 
Alarcon, cured of his deafness last night Ah, my fnends, 
need I urge you to have faith in the wonderful saint all 
of you knew? Before you lies his body. Come now and 
venerate it. When everyone has had this privilege, the 
burial will take place in the Chapter Hall." 

An exclamation of relief ran through the crowded 
church, and in a few minutes a vast procession was under 
way. Among the first to reach the body was John Lopez, 
a merchant recently returned from Spain. As he knelt 
beside the holy remains, John took the lay Brother's hand 
in his own, then dropped it in sudden amazement. Why, 
this hand was warm, like that of a living person* And 
there was a delightful fragrance coming from the plain 
cedar coffin, as of roses and lilies. 

“Don't stay too long." warned Father Manuel Tamayo, 
once John's instructor in the liturgical rules of the Order. 
“Hundreds of others are waiting to pray here, too." 

The merchant nodded and picked up his friend's hand 
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again. “Dear Brother, I did what you told me to do,” he 
whispered. “I took the money to your lister m Spain. She 
u well and happy and asks your prayers. I ask them, too, 
dear friend. Please don't forget me now that you’ve gone 
to Heaven." 

As john Lopez arose from his knees, his place was 
quickly taken by others, a procedure that was repeated 
dozens of times in the next hour. Very soon Father Blaise 
de Acosta realized there would be no burial that day, for 
lohn's friends were too many. Quickly he sought out the 
Archbishop to ask permission to postpone the burial 
for twenty-four hours. The latter readily agreed, but 
there was a little smile on his face as he looked at the 
Prior. 

'Twenty-four hours won't be long enough," he said 
knowingly. "After all, we have our fifth great saint in 
|ohn Masus, Father Prior. There’s no need to deny it, and 
the burial mustn’t be held until everyone has had a chance 
to look at him once more. When that is to be, I leave 
to you.” 

The Prior was overjoyed that the time for lohn’s burial 
had been left to hts own discretion. Like everyone else, he 
had no desire to say good-bye to the body of the gate¬ 
keeper. Already many new cures had been reported. Crip¬ 
ples who had never walked were now strong and well— 
the result of having prayed with childlike confidence be¬ 
side (ohn’s holy remains. Blind people could see; the 
dumb were able to speak. As for the deaf—well, Anthony 
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de Alarcon was only one of many cured of such an ail¬ 
ment. 

Late that night young Brother Dionysius de Vilas made 
his way to the sanctuary. The church was locked now, 
and only a few religious were keeping watch beside the 
cof&n. Quietly the newcomer knelt with them, the Bicker¬ 
ing funeral candles lighting up his anxious face. 

"Brother John!” he whupered. "Listen to me!” 

In the manner of a child seeking a favor from its father, 
Brother Dionysius then stated his case. An hour ago the 
Prior had given him some distressing news. Now that 
Brother John Masus had left them for Heaven, he, 
Brother Dionysius, was to be the keeper of the gate. He 
would succeed Brother John in caring for the many poor 
who came to the Magdalena for food and clothing. 

*Tve never been anything more than your assistant,” 
sighed the young man anxiously. "Now I’m expected to 
take your place. Oh, how can I do this impossible thing ? 
How can I make a few little dishes of food fill the needs 
of two hundred hungry people as you did ?’’ 

It was very quiet in the sanctuary, and the other priests 
and Brothers paid no attention to the new gatekeeper, 
being absorbed in their own thoughts and petitions. Real¬ 
izing this. Brother Dionysius resumed his little speech with 
even more eloquence. 

”You had so many friends, Brother John. People in 
Cuzco, m Pot on, even in Spain. They helped you with 
alms in return for prayers. But 1 ... I don’t know any- 
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one! Even if 1 did, my prayers don’t work miracles and 
no one asks me for them. Oh, what am I going to do’" 

As he prayed, Brother Dionysius was suddenly con¬ 
scious of a hand placed upon his shoulder. Looking up, he 
saw that a familiar figure was standing beside him. It was 
Anthony, the Negro boy whom Brother fohn had saved 
from drowning some years back. 

“Here's a letter for you, Brother,’* whispered the new¬ 
comer. “It must be very important because it just came 
by special messenger ,** 

The new gatekeeper took the envelope Anthony handed 
him. It was very large and heavy, with many gold and 
stiver scab across the back. It bore an address in Potosi, the 
famous mining city high in the Andes. 

“1 don’t know anyone in Potosi," murmured the as¬ 
tonished lay Brother. “There must be some mistake." 

Yet the wnting on the envelope was plain enough. The 
name of Brother Dionysius de Vilas, gatekeeper of the 
Magdalena, was outlined in dashing black strokes. 

"Gate{eeper f" cried the startled religious. “Who can 
know about this new work so soon?’* 

Aware of the sudden disturbance, the others in the 
sanctuary looked up from their prayers. To their amaze¬ 
ment they saw Brother Dionysius opening an envelope 
from which poured a stream of banknotes. These fell 
upon the Boor in such quantities as to cause everyone to 
forget their devotions. 

"What is it’” whispered one young priest anxiously. 
"Brother Dionysius! Who sent you all this money ?“ 
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There were tears in the lay Brother’s eyes as he pointed 
to the coffin, to the quiet figure of his old friend. "He did 
it!’* he choked. "Brother John has worked a miracle for 

I** 

mel 

By sunrise of the next day the remarkable story was 
making the rounds. This story concerned a wealthy mine 
owner in Potosi, one who often had helped John Masias 
in his charities. It seemed that some weeks ago this man 
had learned in a dream of the gatekeeper's approaching 
death. He had also learned that Brother Dionysius would 
be his successor and would need financial aid in caring 
for his poor. 

"So I am tending a little donation," read the letter. 
"Thu year has been a good one for me and I mint to share 
what l have with others who are less fortunate. Dear 
Brother Dionysius, let me l(now whenever you need any 
help." 

The story of the banknotes, as well as the many cures 
that were taking place, served to kindle fresh devotion to 
John Masias. When the Archbishop, the Viceroy and an¬ 
other crowd of Lima's citizens arrived early that morning 
to attend the burial, they were informed that the ceremony 
had been postponed once more. It would not take place 
for twenty-four hours, as many people from distant towns 
were coming to secure relics, to touch the holy remains, 
to look once more upon the face of a saint. 

“It’s wonderful," murmured Father Gonzalez de Guz¬ 
man as for the fifth time he clothed his friend's body in 
a fresh habit. “Why, John's prayers are working as many 
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wonders as (hose of Rose and Martin. And he also needs 
as many new habits as they did, for people keep cutting 
oft pieces to use as relics. Now someone has even taken 
one of his shoes!” 

Became he feared that injury might be done to John's 
body by the press of the great crowds. Father Blaise de 
Acosta presently announced that the burial service would 
take place on September at, the third day since the gate¬ 
keeper's holy death. Once again the Archbishop, the Vice¬ 
roy and his officials, arrived at the Magdalena to assist at 
Mass. Once again every available space in church was 
filled, for by now all realized the truth: John Masias was 
really going to leave them this time. Never again would it 
be possible to touch his body, that body which still glowed 
with warmth, which filled the air with an unearthly fra¬ 
grance. 

‘‘Pray for us, Brother John!” cried a woman's voice 
suddenly. "Help us to love God's Will!" 

There was a ripple of astonishment as the woman's 
identity became known. She was none other than Dona 
Antonia de Mejia, wife of the merchant Peter Ramirez, 
and one not usually given to public demonstrations. But 
though the crowd murmured and stared. Dona Antonia 
did not mind. For the past three days she had been asking 
Brother John for a special favor. This favor was not con¬ 
nected with health, with success in business, with any of 
the usual types of petitions John had been granting so 
freely. No—Antonia's favor was a spiritual one. She had 
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asked for the grace to accept willingly whatever hardships 
God might send her in the future. She wanted to be a vic¬ 
tim for tinners, to pray and suffer for those who would 
not do so for themselves. 

*‘I was so weak.” the thought, "such a coward at the 
idea of losing my boy. Now—oh, Brother John! You’ve 
changed everything! You’ve given me a link of your 
own wonderful spint and I’m not afraid of God’s Will 
any more! 

Presently the immense congregation rose to its feet, 
for John’s body was now being carried from the sanctuary 
to its last resting place in the Chapter Hall of the monas¬ 
tery. Dona Antonia also rose—her eyes shining, her heart 
filled with a wonderful peace. How splendid it was to be 
alive, to know that even the weakest soul can do good for 
others if only it asks God’s help! 

“I’m not afraid of sorrow now," she whispered, “even 
if it does mean losing my littk boy. I accept God’s Will 
with all my heart. I embrace it. Oh, Brother |ohn —thanks 
yomr 

New York City 

Feast of Saint Agnes of Montepulciano 
April ao, 1944 





